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A PRELIMINARY WORD. 


As the incidents related herein took place during 
voyages between England and America, I dedicate 
this book to the Vagabond Club of London, and the 
Witenagemote Club of Detroit, in the hope that, if 
any one charges me with telling a previously told 
tale, the fifty members of each club will rise as one 
man and testify that they were called upon to endure 
the story in question from my own lips prior to the 
alleged original appearance of the same. 
R. B. 
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IN A STEAMER CHAIR. 


THE FIRST DAY. 


Mr. Grorex Morris stood with his arms folded on the 
bulwarks of the steamship City of Buffalo, and gazed 
down into the water. All around him was the bustle 
and hurry of passengers embarking, with friends 
bidding good-bye. Among the throng, here and 
there, the hardworking men of the steamer were 
getting things in order for the coming voyage. 
Trunks were piled up in great heaps ready to be 
lowered into the hold; portmanteaux, satchels, and 
hand-bags, with tags tied to them, were placed in a 
row waiting to be claimed by the passengers, or 
taken down into the state-rooms. To all this bustle 
and confusion George Morris paid no heed. He was 
thinking deeply, and his thoughts did not seem to 
be very pleasant. There was nobody to see him off, 
and he had evidently very little interest in either 
those who were going or those who were staying 
behind. Other passengers who had no friends to 
bid them farewell appeared to take a lively interest 
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in watching the hurry and scurry, and in picking 
out the voyagers from those who came merely to say 
good-bye. 

At last the rapid ringing of a bell warned all 
lingerers that the time for the final parting had 
come. There were final hand-shakings, many em- 
braces, and not a few tears, while men in uniform 
with stentorian voices cried, ‘‘All ashore.” The 
second clanging of the bell, and the preparations for 
pulling up the gang-planks hurried the laggards to 
the pier. After the third ringing the gang-plank 
was hauled away, the inevitable last man sprang to 
the wharf, the equally inevitable last passenger, who 
had just dashed up in a cab, flung his valises to the 
steward, was helped on board the ship, and then 
began the low pulsating stroke, like the beating of a 
heart, that would not cease until the vessel had 
sighted land on the other side. George Morris’s 
eyes were fixed on the water, yet apparently he was 
not looking at it, for when it began to spin away 
from the sides of the ship he took no notice, but still 
gazed at the mass of seething foam that the steamer 
threw off from her as she moved through the bay. 
It was evident that the sights of New York harbour 
were very familiar to the young man, for he paid 
no attention to them, and the vessel was beyond 
Sandy Hook before he changed his position. It is 
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doubtful if he would have changed it then, had not 
a steward touched him on the elbow, and said— 

** Any letters, sir?” 

“Any what?” cried Morris, suddenly waking up 
from his reverie. 

** Any letters, sir, to go ashore with the pilot?” 

‘Qh, letters. No, no, I haven’t any. You have a 
regular post-office on board, have you? Mail leaves 
every day ?”’ 

‘*No, sir,” replied the steward with a smile, ‘‘ not 
every day, sir. We send letters ashore for passengers 
when the pilot leaves the ship. The next mail, sir, 
will leave at Queenstown.” 

The steward seemed uncertain as to whether the 
passenger was trying to joke with him or was really 
ignorant of the ways of steamships. However, his 
tone was very deferential and explanatory, not know- 
ing but that this particular passenger might come 
to his lot at the table, and stewards take very good 
care to offend nobody. Future fees must not be 
jeopardized. 

Being aroused, Mr. Morris now took a look around 
him. It seemed wonderful how soon order had been 
restored from the chaos of the starting. The trunks 
had disappeared down the hold; the portmanteaux 
were nowhere to be seen. Most of the passengers 
apparently were in their state-rooms exploring their 


4 IN A STEAMER CHAIR. 


new quarters, getting out their wraps, Tam-o- 
Shanters, fore-and-aft caps, steamer chairs, rugs, 
and copies of paper-covered novels. The deck was 
almost deserted, yet here and there a steamer chair 
had already been placed, and one or two were 
occupied. The voyage had commenced. The engine 
had settled down to its regular low thud, thud; the 
vessel’s head rose gracefully with the long swell of 
the ocean, and, to make everything complete, several 
passengers already felt that inward qualm—the 
accompaniment of so many ocean voyages. 

George Morris yawned, and seemed the very picture 
of ennui. He put his hands deeply into his coat 
pockets, and sauntered across the deck. Then he 
took a stroll up the one side and down the other. 
As he lounged along it was very evident that he was 
tired of the voyage, even before it began. Judging 
from his listless manner nothing on earth could 
arouse the interest of the young man. The gong 
sounded faintly in the inner depths of the ship 
somewhere announcing dinner. Then, as_ the 
steward appeared up the companion way, the 
sonorous whang, whang became louder, and the hat- 
less official, with the gong in hand, beat that instru- 
ment several final strokes, after which he disappeared 
into the regions below. 

‘“‘T may as well go down,” said Morris to himself, 
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“and see where they have placed me at table. But 
I haven’t much interest in dinner.” 

As he walked to the companion-way an elderly 
gentleman and a young lady appeared at the opposite 
door, ready to descend the stairs. Neither of them 
saw the young man. Butif they had, one of them 
at least would have doubted the young man’s sanity. 
He stared at the couple for a moment with a look 
of grotesque horror on his face that was absolutely 
comical. Then he turned, and ran the length of the 
deck, with a speed unconscious of all obstacles. 

“‘ Say,” he cried to the captain, “I want to go 
ashore. I must go ashore. I want to go ashore with 
the pilot.” 

The captain smiled, and said, ‘I shall be very 
happy to put you ashore, sir, but it will have to be at 
Queenstown. The pilot has gone.” 

“‘ Why, it was only a moment ago that the steward 
asked me if I had any letters to post. Surely he 
cannot have gone yet?” 

“It is longer than that, I am afraid,” said the 
captain. ‘The pilot left the ship half an hour 
ago.” 

‘‘Ig there no way I can get ashore? I don’t mind 
what I pay for it.” 

‘‘Unless we break a shaft and have to turn back 
there is no way that I know of. I am afraid you 
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will have to make the best of it until we reach Queens- 
town.” ; 

*Can’t you signal a boat and let me get off on 
her ?” 

“Well, I suppose we could. It is a very unusual 
thing todo. But that would delay us for some time, 
and unless the business is of the utmost necessity, 
I would not feel justified in delaying the steamer, or 
in other words delaying several hundred passengers 
for the convenience of one. If you tell me what 
the trouble is I shall tell you at once whether I can 
promise to signal a boat if I get the opportunity of 
doing so.” 

Morris thought for a moment. It would sound 
very absurd to the captain for him to say that there 
was a passenger on the ship whom he desired very 
much not to meet, and yet, after all, that was what 
made the thought of the voyage so distasteful to 
him. 

He merely said, ‘‘ Thank you,” and turned away, 
muttering to himself something in condemnation of 
his luck in general. As he walked slowly down the 
deck up which he had rushed with such headlong 
speed a few moments before, he noticed a lady trying 
to set together her steamer chair, which had seem- 
ingly given way—a habit of steamer chairs. 

She looked up appealing at Mr. Morris, but that 
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gentleman was too preoccupied with his own situation 
to be gallant. As he passed her, the lady said— 

‘Would you be kind enough to see if you can put 
my steamer chair together ?”’ 

Mr. Morris looked astonished at this very simple 
request. He had resolved to make this particular 
voyage without becoming acquainted with anybody, 
more especially a lady. 

‘‘Madam,” he said, ‘‘Ishall be pleased to call to 
your assistance the deck steward if you wish.” 

“Tf I had wished that,” replied the lady, with 
some asperity, ‘‘I would have asked you to do so. 
As it is, I asked you to fix it yourself.” 

‘*T do not understand you,” said Mr. Morris, with 
some haughtiness. ‘‘I do not see that it matters 
who mends the steamer chair so long as the steamer 
chair is mended. Iam not a deck steward.” Then, 
thinking he had spoken rather harshly, he added, 
“‘T am not a deck steward, and don’t understand the 
construction of steamer chairs as well as they do, 
you see.” 

The lady rose. There was a certain amount of 
indignation in her voice as she said— 

‘Then pray allow me to present you with this 
steamer chair.” 

‘“‘J_J—really, madam, I do not understand you,” 
stammered the young man, astonished at the turn 
the unsought conversation had taken. 
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‘‘T think,” replied the lady, ‘‘ that what I said was 
plain enough. I beg you to accept this steamer 
chair as your own. It is of no further use to me.” 

Saying this, the young woman, with some dignity, 
turned her back upon him, and disappeared down 
the companion-way, leaving Morris in a state of 
utter bewilderment as he looked down at the broken 
steamer chair, wondering if the lady was insane. 
All at once he noticed a rent in his trousers, between 
the knee and the instep. 

‘*Good heavens, how have I done this? My best 
pair of trousers, too. Gracious!” he cried, as a 
bewildered look stole over his face, ‘‘it isn’t possible 
that in racing up this deck I ran against this steamer 
chair and knocked it to flinders, and possibly upset 
the lady at the same time? By George! that’s just 
what the trouble is.” 

Looking at the back of the flimsy chair he noticed 
a tag tied to it, and on the tag he saw the name, 
‘Miss Katherine Earle, New York.” Passing to the 
other side he called the deck steward. 

‘Steward,’ he said, ‘‘ there is a chair somewhere 
among your pile with the name ‘ Geo. Morris’ on it. 
Will you get it for me?” 

’ answered the steward, and very 
shortly the other steamer chair, which, by the way, 
was a much more elegant, expensive, and stable 


“* Certainly, sir,’ 
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affair than the one that belonged to Miss Katherine 
Earle, was brought to him. Then he untied the tag 
from his own chair and tied it to the flimsy structure 
that had just been offered to him; next he untied the 
tag from the lady’s chair and put it on his own. 

“Now, steward,” he said, ‘‘do you know the lady 
who sat in this chair?” 

‘‘No, sir,” said the steward, “‘I do not. You see, 
we are only a few hours out, sir.” 

‘Very well, you will have no trouble finding her. 
When she comes on deck again, please tell her that 
this chair is hers, with the apologies of the gentleman 
who broke her own, and see if you can mend this 
other chair for me.” 

“Oh yes,” said the steward, ‘‘there will be no 
trouble about that. They are rather rickety things 
at best, sir.” 

“‘ Very well, if you do this for me nicely you will 
not be a financial sufferer.” 

«Thank you, sir. The dinner gong rang some time 
ago, sir.” 

‘Yes, I heard it,” answered Morris. 

Placing his hands behind him he walked up and 
down the deck, keeping an anxious eye now and then 
on the companion way. Finally, the young lady 
whom he had seen going down with the elderly gentle- 
man appeared alone on deck. Then Morris acted 
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very strangely. With the stealthy demeanour of an 
Indian avoiding his deadly enemy, he slunk behind 
the different structures on the deck until he reached 
the other door of the companion-way, and then, with 
a sigh of relief, ran down the steps. There were still 
quite a number of people in the saloon, and seated at 
the side of one of the smaller tables he noticed the 
lady whose name he imagined was Miss Katherine 
Earle. 

“‘ My name is Morris,” said that gentleman to the 
head steward. ‘‘ Where have you placed me ?” 

The steward took him down the long table, looking 
at the cards beside the row of plates. 

“‘ Here you are, sir,” said the steward. ‘‘ We are 
rather crowded this voyage, sir.” 

Morris did not answer him, for opposite he noticed 
the old gentleman, who had been the companion of 
the young lady, lingering over his wine. 

*‘Isn’t there any other place vacant? At one of 
the smaller tables, for instance? I don’t like to sit 
at the long table,” said Morris, placing his finger and 
thumb significantly in his waistcoat pocket. 

“T think that can be arranged, sir,” answered the 
steward, with a smile. 

“Is there a place vacant at the table where that 
young lady is sitting alone?” said Morris, nodding 
in the direction. 
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“Well, sir, all the places are taken there; but the 
gentleman who has been placed at the head of the 
table has not come down, sir, and if you like I will 
change his card for yours at the long table.” 

“T wish you would.” 

So with that he took his place at the head of the 
small table, and had the indignant young lady at his 
right hand. 

‘* There ought to be a master of ceremonies,” began 
Morris with some hesitation, ‘‘ to introduce people to 
each other on board a steamship. As it is, however, 
people have to get acquainted as best they may. My 
name is Morris, and, unless 1am mistaken, you are 
Miss Katherine Earle. Am I right?” 

“You are right about my name,” answered the 
young lady, “I presume you ought to be about your 
own.” 

‘Oh, I can prove that,” said Morris, with a smile. 
‘*T have letters to show, and cards and things like 
that.” 

Then he seemed to catch his breath as he remem- 
bered there was also a young woman on board who 
could vouch that his name was George Morris. This 
took him aback for a moment, and he was silent. 
Miss Earle made no reply to his offer of identification. 

‘‘Miss Earle,” he said hesitatingly at last, ‘‘I wish 
you would permit me to apologise to you if Iam as 
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culpable as Iimagine. Did I run against your chair 
and break it?” 

“Do you mean to say,” replied the young lady, 
looking at him steadily, ‘that you do not know 
whether you did or not?” 

“Well, it’s a pretty hard thing to ask a person to 
believe, and yet I assure you that is the fact. I have 
only the dimmest remembrance of the disaster, as of 
something I might have done in a dream. To tell 
you the truth, I did not even suspect I had done so 
until I noticed I had torn a portion of my clothing by 
the collision. After you left, it just dawned upon me 
that I was the one who smashed the chair. I there- 
fore desire to apologise very humbly, and hope you 
will permit me to do go.” 

“For what do you intend to apologise, Mr. Morris ? 
For breaking the chair, or refusing to mend it when 
IT asked you?” 

“For both. I was really in a good deal of trouble 
just the moment before I ran against your chair, 
Miss Earle, and I hope you will excuse me on the 
ground of temporary insanity. Why, you know, they 
even let off murderers on that plea, so I hope to be 
forgiven for being careless in the first place, and 
boorish in the second.” 

“You are freely forgiven, Mr. Morris. In fact, 
now that I think more calmly about the incident, it 
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was really a very trivial affair to get angry over, and 
I must confess I was angry.” 

“You were perfectly justified.” 

“In getting angry, perhaps; but in showing my 
anger, no—as some one says ina play. Meanwhile, 
we'll forget all about it,” and with that the young 
lady rose, bidding her new acquaintance good night. 

George Morris found he had more appetite for 
dinner than he expected to have. 


SECOND DAY. 


Mr. Grorce Morats did not sleep well his first night 
on the City of Buffalo. He dreamt that he was being 
chased around the deck by a couple of young ladies, 
one a very pronounced blonde, and the other an 
equally pronounced brunette, and he suffered a great 
deal because of the uncertainty as to which of the 
two pursuers he desired the most to avoid. It 
seemed to him that at last he was cornered, and the 
fiendish young ladies began literally, as the slang 
phrase is, to mop the deck with him. He felt himselt 
being slowly pushed back and forward across the 
‘deck, and he wondered how long he would last if 
this treatment were kept up. By and by he found 
himself lying still in his bunk, and the swish, swish 
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above him of the men scrubbing the deck in the early 
morning showed him his dream had merged into 
reality. Heremembered then that it was the custom 
of the smoking-room steward to bring a large silver 
pot of fragrant coffee early every morning and place 
it on the table of the smoking-room. Morris also 
recollected that on former voyages that early morning 
coffee had always tasted particularly good. It was 
grateful and comforting, as the advertisement has it. 
Shortly after, Mr. Morris was on the wet deck, which 
the men were still scrubbing with the slow, measured 
swish, swish of the brush he had heard earlier in the 
morning. No rain was falling, but everything hada 
rainy look. At first he could see only a short distance 
from the ship. The clouds appeared to have come 
down on the water, where they hung, lowering. 
There was no evidence that such a thing as a sun 
existed. The waves rolled out of this watery mist 
with an oily look, and the air was so damp and chilly 
that it made Morris shiver as he looked out on the 
dreary prospect. He thrust his hands deep into his 
coat pockets, which seemed to be an indolent habit of 
his, and walked along the slippery deck to search for 
the smoking-room. He was thinking of his curious 
and troublesome dream, when around the corner 
came the brunette, wrapped in a long cloak that 
covered her from head to foot. The cloak had a 
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couple of side pockets set angleways in front, after 
the manner of the pockets in ulsters. In these 
pockets Miss Earle’s hands were placed, and she 
walked the deck with a certain independent manner 
which Mr. Morris remembered that he disliked. She 
seemed to be about to pass him without recognition, 
when the young man took off his cap and said 
pleasantly, ‘‘Good morning, Miss Earle. You are 
a very early riser.” 

“The habit of years,” answered that young lady, 
‘is not broken by merely coming on board ship.” 

Mr. Morris changed step and walked beside her. 

‘‘The habit of years?” he said. ‘‘ Why, you speak 
as if you were an old woman.” 

**T am an old woman,” replied the girl, ‘‘ in every- 
thing but one particular.” 


’ 


‘‘And that particular,” said her companion, ‘‘is 
the very important one, I imagine, of years.” 

“‘T don’t know why that is so very important.” 

“©Oh, you will think so in after life, I assure you. 
I speak as a veteran myself.” 

The young lady gave him a quick side glance with 
her black eyes from under the hood that almost con- 
cealed her face. 

“You say you are a veteran,” she answered, ‘‘ but 
you don’t think so. It would offend you very deeply 


to be called old.” 
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“Oh, I don’t know about that. I think such a 
remark is offensive only when there is truth in it. 
A young fellow slaps his companion on the shoulder 
and calls him ‘old man.’ The grey-haired veteran 
always addresses his elderly friend as ‘my boy.’” 

“Under which category do you think you come, 
then ?” 

“Well, I don’t come under either exactly. I am 
sort of on the middle ground. I sometimes feel very 
old. In fact, to confess to you, I never felt older in 
my life than I did yesterday. To-day I am a great 
deal younger.” 

“Dear me,” replied the young lady, ‘‘I am sorry 
to hear that.” 

‘‘Sorry!’’ echoed her companion; ‘I don’t see 
why you should be sorry. It is said that every one 
rejoices in the misfortunes of others, but it is rather 
unusual to hear them admit it.”’ 

“It is because of my sympathy for others that I 
am sorry to hear you are younger to-day than you 
were yesterday. If you take to running along the 
deck to-day then the results will be disastrous, and 
I think you owe it to your fellow passengers to send 
the steward with his gong ahead of you so as to give 
people in steamer chairs warning.” 

‘‘Miss Karle,” said the young man, “I thought 
you had forgiven me for yesterday. I am sure I 
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apologised very humbly, and am willing to apologise 
again to-day.” 

“Did I forgive you? I had forgotten ?” 

** But you remembered the fault. I am afraid that 
is misplaced forgetfulness. The truth is, I imagine 
you are very unforgiving.” 

“My friends do not think so.” 

“Then I suppose you rank me among your 
enemies ?” 

** You forget that I have known you for a day only.” 

“That is true, chronologically speaking. But you 
must remember a day on shipboard is very much 
longer than a day on shore. In fact, I look on you 
now as an old acquaintance, and I should be sorry to 
think you looked on me as an enemy.” 

“You are mistaken. I do not. I look on you 
now as you do on your own age—sort of between the 
two.” 

‘And which way do you think I shall drift? 
Towards the enemy line, or towards the line of 
friendship ?” 

‘*T am sure I cannot tell.” 

“Well, Miss Earle, I am going to use my best 
endeavours to reach the friendship line, which I shall 
make unless the current is too strong for me. I 
hope you are not so prejudiced against me that the 
pleasant effort will be fruitless.” 
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“Oh, I am strictly neutral,” said the young lady. 
“ Besides, it really amounts to nothing. Steamer 
friendships are the most evanescent things on earth.” 

‘Not on earth, surely, Miss Earle. You must 
mean on sea.” 

‘‘ Well, the earth includes the sea, you know.” 

‘‘Have you had experience with steamer friend- 
ships? I thought, somehow, this was your first 
voyage.” 

‘“What made you think so?” 

‘‘ Well, I don’t know. I thought it was, that’s all.” 

‘“‘T hope there is nothing in my manner that would 
induce a stranger to think I am a verdant traveller.” 

“Oh, not at all. You know, a person somehow 
classifies a person’s fellow-passengers. Some appear 
to have been crossing the ocean all their lives, whereas, 
in fact, they are probably on shipboard for the first 
time. Have you crossed the ocean before ?”’ 

AY O80 

**Now, tell me whether you think I ever crossed 
before?” 

“Why, of course you have. I should say that you 
cross probably once a year. Maybe oftener.” 

“Really ? For business or pleasure ? ” 

“Oh, business, entirely. You did not look yester- 
day as if you ever had any pleasure in your life.” 

“Oh, yesterday! Don’t let us talk about yesterday. 
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It’s to-day now, you know. You seem to be a mind- 
reader. Perhaps you could tell my occupation?” 

‘Certainly. Your occupation is doubtless that of 
a junior partner in a prosperous New York house. 
You go over to Kurope every year—perhaps twice a 
year, to look after the interests of your business.” 

“You think I am a sort of commercial traveller, 
then ?” 

“Well, practically, yes. The older members of the 
firm, I should imagine, are too comfortably situated, 
and care too little for the pleasures of foreign travel, 
to devote much of their time to it. So what foreign 
travel there is to be done falls on the shoulders of the 
younger partner. Am I correct?” 

‘Well, I don’t quite class myself as a commercial 
traveller, you know, but in the main you are—in fact, 
you are remarkably near right. I think you must be 
something of a mind-reader, as I said before, Miss 
Earle, or is it possible that I carry my business so 
plainly in my demeanour as all that?” 

Miss Farle laughed. It was a very bright, 
pleasant, cheerful laugh. 

*‘ Still, I must correct you where you are wrong, 
for fear you become too conceited altogether about 
your powers of observation. I have not crossed the 
ocean as often as you seem to think. In the future I 
shall perhaps do so frequently. I am the junior 
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partner, as you say, but have not been a partner long. 
In fact Iam now on my first voyage in connection 
with the new partnership. Now, Miss Earle, let me 
try a guess at your occupation.” 

“You are quite at liberty to guess at it.” 

‘‘ But will you tell me if I guess correctly ? ” 

‘“Yes. I have no desire to conceal it.” 

“Then, I should say off-hand that you are a 
teacher, and are now taking a vacation in Europe. 
Am Tright?” 

“Tell me first why you think so?” 

‘‘T am afraid to tell you. Ido not want to drift 
towards the line of enmity.” 

‘You need have no fear. I have every respect for 
a man who tells the truth when he has to.” 

‘Well, I think a school teacher is very apt to get 
into a certain dictatorial habit of speech. School 
teachers are something like military men. They are 
accustomed to implicit obedience without question, 
and this, I think, affects their manner with other 
people.” 

“You think I am dictatorial, then ?” 

‘‘ Well, I shouldn’t say that you were dictatorial 
exactly. But there is a certain confidence —I don’t 
know just how to express it, but it seems to me, you 
know — well, Iam going deeper and deeper into 
trouble by what I am saying, so really I shall 
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not say any more. I do not know just how to ex- 
press it.” 

“T think you express it very nicely. Go on, 
please.” 

‘Oh, you are laughing at me now.” 

‘Not at all, I assure you. You were trying to say 
that I was very dictatorial.” 

‘“No, I was trying to say nothing of the kind. I 
was merely trying to say that you have a certain con- 
fidence in yourself and a certain belief that every- 
thing you say is perfectly correct, and is not to be 
questioned. Now, do as you promised, and tell me 
how near right I am.” 

“You are entirely wrong. I never taught school.” 

‘* Well, Miss Earle, I confessed to my occupation 
without citing any mitigating circumstances. So 
now, would you think me impertinent if I asked you 
to be equally frank ?” 

“Oh, not at all! But I may say at once that I 
wouldn’t answer you.” 

“‘ But you will tell me if I guess ?” 

‘“‘ Yes, I promise that.” 

“Well, I am certainly right in saying that you are 
crossing the ocean for pleasure.” 

“No, you are entirely wrong. I am crossing for 
business.” 

“Then, perhaps you cross very often, too?” 
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“‘No; I crossed only once before, and that was 
coming the other way.” 

‘Really, this is very mysterious. When are you 
coming back ?”’ 

“‘T am not coming back.” 

‘Oh, well,” said Morris, ‘‘I give it up. I think 
I have scored the unusual triumph of managing to 
be wrong in everything that I have said. Have I 
not?” 

‘‘T think you have.” 

‘And you refuse to put me right ?” 

‘* Certainly.” 

“ T don’t think you are quite fair, Miss Earle.” 

‘‘T don’t think I ever claimed to be, Mr. Morris. 
But I am tired of walking now. You see, I have 
been walking the deck for considerably longer than 
you have. I think I shall sit down for a while.” 

** Let me take you to your chair.” 

Miss Earle smiled. ‘‘It would be very little use,” 
she said. 

The deck steward was not to be seen, and Morris, 
diving into a dark and cluttered-up apartment, in 
which the chairs were piled, speedily picked out 
his own, brought it to where the young lady was 
standing, spread it out in its proper position, and 
said— 

“‘ Now let me get you a rug or two.” 
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“You have made a mistake. That is not my 
chair.” 

“Oh yes, itis. Ilooked at the tag. This is your 
name, is it not?” 

“Yes, that is my name; but this is not my 
chair.” 

“ Well, I beg that you will use it until the owner 
calls for it.” 

*“ But who is the owner? Is this your chair ?”’ 

‘It was mine until after I smashed up yours.” 

“Oh, but I cannot accept your chair, Mr. 
Morris.” 

“You surely wouldn’t refuse to do what you 
desired, in fact, commanded, another to do. You 
know you practically ordered me to take your 
chair. Well, I have accepted it. It is going to be 
put right to-day. So, you see, you cannot refuse 
mine.” 

Miss Earle looked at him for a moment. 

‘This is hardly what I would calla fair exchange,” 
she said. ‘‘ My chair was really a very cheap and 
flimsy one. This chair is much more expensive. 
You see, I know the price of them. I think you are 
trying to arrange your revenge, Mr. Morris. I think 
you want to bring things about so that I shall have 
to apologise to you in relation to that chair-breaking 
incident. However, I see that this chair is very 
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comfortable, so I will take it. Wait a moment till I 
get my rugs.” 

‘“No, no,” cried Morris, ‘‘ tell me where you left 
them. I will get them for you.” 

“Thank you. I left them on the seat at the head 
of the companion-way. One is red, the other is more 
variegated; I cannot describe it, but they are the 
only two rugs there, I think.” 

A moment afterwards the young man appeared 
with the rugs on his arm, and arranged them around 
the young lady after the manner of deck stewards 
and gallant young men who are in the habit of cross- 
ing the ocean. 

** Would you like to have a cup of coffee?” 

‘‘T would, if it can be had.” 

“Well, I will let you into a shipboard secret. 
Every morning on this vessel the smoking-room 
steward brings up a pot of very delicious coffee, which 
he leaves on the table of the smoking-room. He also 
brings a few biscuits—not the biscuit of American 
fame, but the biscuit of English manufacture, the 
cracker, as we call it—and those who frequent the 
smoking-room are in the habit sometimes of rising 
early, and, after a walk on deck, pouring out a cup 
of coffee for themselves.” 

“But I do not expect to be a habitué of the 
smoking-room,” said Miss Earle. 
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“Nevertheless, you have a friend who will be, and 
so in that way, you see, you will enjoy the advantages 
of belonging to the smoking club.” 

A few moments afterwards, Morris appeared with a 
camp-stool under his arm, and two cups of coffee in 
his hands. Miss Earle noticed the smile suddenly 
fade from his face, and a look of annoyance, even 
of terror, succeed it. His hands trembled, so that 
the coffee spilled from the cup into the saucer. 

‘‘Fixcuse my awkwardness,” he said huskily ; then, 
handing her the cup, he added, ‘‘I shall have to go 
now. I will see you at breakfast-time. Good morn- 
ing.’ With the other cup still in his hand, he made 
his way to the stair. 

Miss Earle looked around and saw, coming up the 
deck, a very handsome young lady with blonde hair. 


THIRD DAY. 


On the morning of the third day, Mr. George 
Morris woke up after a sound and dreamless sleep. 
He woke up feeling very dissatisfied with himself, 
indeed. He said he was a fool, which was probably 
true enough, but even the calling himself so did not 
seem to make matters any better. He reviewed in 
his mind the events of the day before. He remem- 
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bered his very pleasant walk and talk with Miss 
Earle. He knew the talk had been rather purpose- 
less, being merely that sort of preliminary con- 
versation which two people who do not yet know 
each other indulge in, as a forerunner to future 
friendship. Then, he thought of his awkward leave- 
taking of Miss Earle when he presented her with 
the cup of coffee, and for the first time he remem- 
bered with a pang that he had under his arm a 
camp-stool. It must have been evident to Miss 
Earle that he had intended to sit down and have a 
cup of coffee with her, and continue the acquaintance 
begun so auspiciously that morning. He wondered 
if she had noticed that his precipitate retreat had 
taken place the moment there appeared on the deck 
a very handsome and stylishly dressed young lady. 
He began to fear that Miss Earle must have thought 
him suddenly taken with insanity, or, worse still, 
sea-sickness. The more Morris thought about the 
matter the more dissatisfied he was with himself and 
his actions. At breakfast—he had arrived very late, 
almost as Miss Earle was leaving—he felt he had 
preserved a glum, reticent demeanour, and that he 
had the general manner of a fugitive anxious to 
escape justice. He wondered what Miss Earle must 
have thought of him after his eager conversation 
of the morning. The rest of the day he had spent 
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gloomily in the smoking-room, and had not seen the 
young lady again. The more he thought of the day 
the worse he felt about it. However, he was philo- 
sopher enough to know that all the thinking he 
could do would not change a single item in the sum 
of the day’s doing. So he slipped back the curtain 
on its brass rod and looked out into his state-room. 
The valise which he had left carelessly on the floor 
the night before was now making an excursion back- 
wards and forwards from the bunk to the sofa, and 
the books that had been piled up on the sofa were 
scattered all over the room. It was evident that 
dressing was going to be an acrobatic performance. 

The deck, when he reached it, was wet, but not 
with the moisture of the scrubbing. The outlook 
was clear enough, but a strong head-wind was blow- 
ing that whistled through the cordage of the vessel, 
and caused the black smoke of the funnels to float 
back like huge sombre streamers. The prow of the 
big ship rose now into the sky and then sank down 
into the bosom of the sea, and every time it de- 
scended a white cloud of spray drenched everything 
forward and sent a drizzly salt rain along the whole 
length of the steamer. 

‘There will be no ladies on deck this morning,” 
said Morris to himself, as he held his cap on with 
both hands and looked around at the threatening 
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sky. At this moment one wave struck the steamer 
with more than usual force and raised its crest 
amidship over the decks. Morris had just time to 
escape into the companion-way when it fell with a 
crash on the deck, flooding the promenade, and then 
rushing out through the scuppers into the sea. 

‘By George!” said Morris. ‘‘I guess there won't 
be many at breakfast either, if this sort of thing 
keeps up. I think the other side of the ship is the 
best.” 

Coming out on the other side of the deck, he 
was astonished to see, sitting in her steamer chair, 
snugly wrapped up in her rugs, Miss Katherine Earle, 
balancing a cup of steaming coffee in her hand. 
The steamer chair had been tightly tied to the brass 
stanchion, or hand-rail, that ran along the side of 
the housed-in portion of the companion-way, and 
although the steamer swayed to and fro, as well as 
up and down, the chair was immovable. An awning 
had been put up over the place where the chair was 
fastened, and every now and then on that dripping 
piece of canvas the salt rain fell, the result of the waves 
that dashed in on the other side of the steamer. 

“Good morning, Mr. Morris!” said the young 
lady, brightly. ‘‘I am very glad you have come. 
I will let you into a shipboard secret. The steward 
of the smoking-room brings up every morning a pot 
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of very fragrant coffee. Now, if you will speak to 
him, I am sure he will be very glad to give you a 
cup.” 

“You do like to make fun of me, don’t you?” 
answered the young man. 

‘““Oh, dear no,” said Miss Earle, ‘I shouldn’t 
think of making fun of anything so serious. Is it 
making fun of a person who looks half frozen to 
offer him a cup of warm coffee? I think there is 
more philanthropy than fun about that.” 

“Well, I don’t know but you are right. At any 
rate, I prefer to take it as philanthropy rather than 
fun. I shall go and get a cup of coffee for myself, 
if you will permit me to place a chair beside 
yours ?”’ 

‘Oh, I beg you not to go for the coffee yourself. 
You certainly will never reach here with it. You see 
the remains of that cup down by the side of the 
vessel. The steward himself slipped and fell with 
that piece of crockery in his hands. I am sure he 
hurt himself, although he said he didn’t.” 

‘Did you give him an extra fee on that account ?” 
asked Morris, cynically. 

“Of course I did. I am like the Government in 
that respect. I take care of those who are injured 
in my service.” 

‘Perhaps that’s why he went down. They are a 
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sly set, those stewards. He knew that a man would 
simply laugh at him, or perhaps utter some male- 
dictions if he-were not feeling in very good humour. 
In all my ocean voyages I have never had the good 
fortune to see a steward fall. He knew, also, the 
rascal, that a lady would sympathise with him, and 
that he wouldn’t lose anything by it, except the cup, 
which is not his loss.” 

“Oh yes, it is,” replied the young lady, “he tells 
me they charge all breakages against him.” 

‘He didn’t tell you what method they had of 
keeping track of the breakages, did he? Suppose 
he told the chief steward that you broke the cup, 
which is likely he did. What then?” 

“Oh, you are too cynical this morning, and it 
would serve you just right if you go and get some 
coffee for yourself, and meet with the same disaster 
that overtook the unfortunate steward. Only you 
are forewarned that you shall have neither sympathy 
nor fee.” 

“Well, in that case,” said the young man, ‘I 
shall not take the risk. I shall sacrifice the steward 
rather. Oh, here he is. I say, steward, will you 
bring me a cup of coffee, please ?” 

‘Yes, sir. Any biscuit, sir?” 

‘No, no biscuit. Just a cup of coffee and a couple 
of lumps of sugar, please; and if you can first get 
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me a chair, and strap it to this rod in the manner 
you do so well, I shall be very much obliged.” 

“Yes, sir. I shall call the deck steward, sir.” 

“Now, notice that. You see the rascals never 
interfere with each other. The deck steward wants 
a fee, and the smoking-room steward wants a fee, 
and each one attends strictly to his own business, 
and doesn’t interfere with the possible fees of any- 
body else.” 

‘‘ Well,” said Miss Earle, “‘is not that the correct 
way? If things are to be well done, that is how 
they should be done. Now, just notice how much 
more artistically the deck steward arranged these 
rugs than you did yesterday morning. I think it is 
worth a good fee to be wrapped up so comfortably 
as that.” 

“‘T ouess T’ll take lessons from the deck steward, 
then, and even if I do not get a fee, I may perhaps 
get some gratitude at least.” 

‘Gratitude? Why, you should think it a privilege.” 

‘‘ Well, Miss Earle, to tell the truth, I do. It is 
a privilege that—I hope you will not think I am 
trying to flatter you when I say—any man might be 
proud of.” 

‘Oh, dear,’ replied the young lady, laughing, ‘“ I 
did not mean it in that way at all. I meant that 
it was a privilege to be allowed to practise on those 
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particular rugs. Now, a man should remember that 
he undertakes a very great responsibility when he 
volunteers to place the rugs around a lady on a 
steamer chair. He may make her look very neat 
and even pretty by a nice disposal of the rugs, or he 
may make her look like a horrible bundle.” 

“Well, then, I think I was not such a failure 
after all yesterday morning, for you certainly looked 
very neat and pretty.” 

“Then, if Idid, Mr. Morris, do not flatter yourself 
it was at all on account of your disposal of the rugs, 
for the moment you had left a very handsome young 
lady came along, and, looking at me, said, with such 
a pleasant smile, ‘Why, what a pretty rug you have 
there; but how the steward has bungled it about you! 
Let me fix it,’ and with that she gave it a touch here 
and a smooth down there, and the result was really 
so nice that I hated to go down to breakfast. It isa 
pity you went away so quickly yesterday morning. 
You might have had an opportunity of becoming 
acquainted with the lady, who is, I think, the prettiest 
girl on board this ship.” 

“Do you?” said Mr. Morris, shortly. 

“Yes, I do. Have you noticed her? She sits 
over there at the long table near the centre. You 
must have seen her; she is so very, very pretty, that 
you cannot help noticing her.” 
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“T am not looking after pretty women this 
voyage,” said Morris, savagely. 

“Oh, are you not? Well, I must thank you for 
that. That is evidently a very sincere compliment. 
No, I can’t call it a compliment, but a sincere remark, 
I think the first sincere one you have made to-day.” 

“Why, what do you mean?” said Morris, looking 
at her in a bewildered sort of way. 

“You have been looking after me this morning, 
have you not, and yesterday morning? And taking 
ever so much pains to be helpful and entertaining, 
and now, all at once you say—— Well, you know 
what you said just now.” 

‘Oh yes. Well, you see——” 

‘Oh, you can’t get out of it, Mr. Morris. It was 
said, and with evident sincerity.” 

“Then you really think you are pretty?” said 
Mr. Morris, looking at his companion, who flushed 
under the remark. 

‘Ah, now,” she said, ‘‘you imagine you are 
carrying the war into the enemy’s country. But I 
don’t at all appreciate a remark like that. I don’t 
know but I dislike it even more than I do your 
compliments, which is saying a good deal.” 

“‘T assure you,” said Morris, stiffly, ‘‘that I have 
not intended to pay any compliments. I am not a 
man who pays compliments.” 
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“Not even left-handed ones ?” 

“Not even any kind, that I know of. I try as a 
general thing to speak the truth.” 

‘Ah, and shame your hearers ?”’ 

‘Well, I don’t care who I shame as long as I 
succeed in speaking the truth.” 

‘Very well, then; tell me the truth. Have you 
noticed this handsome young lady I speak of ?” 

‘‘Yes, I have seen her.” 

“Don’t you think she is very pretty ?” 

‘‘Yes, I think she is.” 

“Don’t you think she is the prettiest woman on 
the ship ?” 

‘‘Yes, I think she is.” 

“ Are you afraid of pretty women ?”’ 

‘No, I don’t think I am.” 

‘Then, tell me why, the moment she appeared on 
the deck yesterday morning, you were so much agi- 
tated that you spilled most of my coffee in the 
saucer ?”’ 

‘Did I appear agitated ?”’ asked Morris, with some 
hesitation. 

“Now, I consider that sort of thing worse than a 
direct prevarication.” 

** What sort of thing?” 

‘Why, a disingenuous answer. You know you 
appeared agitated. You know you were agitated. 
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You know you had a camp-stool, and that you in- 
fended to sit down here and drink your coffee. All 
at once you changed your mind, and that change 
was coincident with the appearance on deck of the 
handsome young lady I speak of. I merely ask 
why?” 

‘““Now, look here, Miss Earle, even the worst 
malefactor is not expected to incriminate himself. 
I can refuse to answer, can I not?” 

“Certainly you may. You may refuse to answer 
anything, if you like. It was only because you were 
boasting about speaking the truth that I thought 
I should test your truth-telling qualities. I have 
been expecting every moment that you would say 
to me I was very impertinent, and that it was no 
business of mine, which would have been quite true. 
There, you see, you had a beautiful chance of speaking 
the truth which you iet slip entirely unnoticed. But 
there is the breakfast gong. Now, I must confess to 
being very hungry indeed. I think I shall go down 
into the saloon.” 

‘‘ Please take my arm, Miss Earle,” said the young 
man. 

‘‘Oh, not at all,” replied that young lady; “I 
want something infinitely more stable. I shall work 
my way along this brass rod until I can make a bolt 
for the door. If you want to make yourself real 
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useful, go and stand on the stairway, or the com- 
panion-way I think you call it, and if I come through 
the door with too great force you'll prevent me from 
going down the stairs.” 

*“« Who ran to help me when I fell,’ ” quoted Mr. 
Morris, as he walked along ahead of her, having some 
difficulty in maintaining his equilibrium. 


> 


**T wouldn’t mind the falling,” replied the young 
lady, ‘‘if you only would some pretty story tell; but 
you are very prosaic, Mr. Morris. Do you ever read 
anything at all?” 

‘“‘T never read when I have somebody more interest- 
ing than a book to talk to.” 

“Oh, thank you. Now, if you will get into position 
on the stairway, I shall make my attempts at getting 
to the door.” 

*‘T feel like a base-ball catcher,” said Morris, taking 
up a position somewhat similar to that of the useful 
man behind the bat. 

Miss Earle, however, waited until the ship was on 
an even keel, then walked to the top of the companion- 
way, and, deftly catching up the train of her dress 
with as much composure as if she were in a ball- 
room, stepped lightly down the stairway. Looking 
smilingly over her shoulder at the astonished base- 
ball catcher, she said— 


“T wish you would not stand in that ridiculous 
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attitude, but come and accompany me to the break- 
fast table. As I told you, Iam very hungry.” 

The steamer gave a lurch that nearly precipitated 
Morris down the stairway, and the next moment he 
was by her side. 

** Are you fond of base-ball ?””’ she said to him. 

‘*You should see me in the park when our side 
makes a homerun. Do you like the game?” 

“‘T never saw a game in my life.” 

‘*What! you an American girl, and never saw a 
game of base-ball? Why, I am astonished.” 

‘‘T did not say that I was an American girl,” 

“Oh, that’s a fact. I took you for one, however.” 

They were both of them so intent on their con- 
versation in walking up the narrow way between the 
long table and the short ones, that neither of them 
noticed the handsome blonde young lady standing 
beside her chair looking at them. It was only when 
that young lady said, ‘Why, Mr. Morris, is this 
you?” and when that gentleman jumped as if a 
cannon had been fired beside him, that either of them 
noticed their fair fellow-traveller. 

‘‘ Y—es,”’ stammered Morris, ‘‘it is!” 

The young lady smiled sweetly and held out her 
hand, which Morris took in an awkward way. 

“‘T was just going to ask you,” she said, “‘ when 
you came aboard. How ridiculous that would have 
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been. Of course, you have been here all the time. 
Isn’t it curious that we have not met each other ?— 
we of all persons in the world.” 

Morris, who had somewhat recovered his breath, 
looked steadily at her as she said this, and her eyes, 
after encountering his gaze for a moment, sank to 
the floor. 

Miss Earle, who had waited for a moment expect- 
ing that Morris would introduce her, but seeing that 
he had for the time being apparently forgotten every- 
thing on earth, quietly left them, and took her place 
at the breakfast table. The blonde young lady looked 
up again at Mr. Morris, and said— 

“Tam afraid I am keeping you from breakfast.” 

“Oh, that doesn’t matter.” 

“T am afraid, then,” she continued sweetly, ‘that 
I am keeping you from your very interesting table 
companion.” 

“Yes, that does matter,” said Morris, looking at 
her. ‘I wish you good morning, madam.” And 
with that he left her and took his place at the head 
of the small table. 

There was a vindictive look in the blonde young 
lady’s pretty eyes as she sank into her own seat at 
the breakfast table. 

Miss Karle had noticed the depressing effect which 
even the sight of the blonde lady exercised on Morris 
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the day before, and she looked forward, therefore, to 
rather an uncompanionable breakfast. She was sur- 
prised, however, to see that Morris had an air of 
jaunty joviality, which she could not help thinking 
was rather forced. 

‘““Now,” he said, as he sat down on the sofa at the 
head of the table, “I think it’s about time for us to 
begin our chutney fight.” 

‘Our what ?” asked the young lady, looking up at 
him with open eyes. 

‘Ts it possible,” he said, “‘that you have crossed 
the ocean and never engaged in the chutney fight ? 
I always have it on this line.” 

“‘I am sorry to appear so ignorant,” said Miss 
Earle, “but I have to confess I do not know what 
chutney is.” 

“T am glad of that,” returned the young man. 
“Tt delights me to find in your nature certain desert 
spots—certain irreclaimable lands, I might say—of 
ignorance.” 

‘‘T do not see why a person should rejoice in the 


misfortunes of another person,” replied the young 
lady. 

“Oh, don’t you? Why, it is the most natural 
thing in the world. There is nothing that we so 
thoroughly dislike as a person, either lady or gentle- 


man, who is perfect. I suspect you rather have the 
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advantage of me in the reading of books, but I 
certainly have the advantage of you on chutney, and 
I intend to make the most of it.” 

‘“‘T am sure I shall be very glad to be enlightened, 
and to confess my ignorance whenever it is necessary, 
and that, I fear, will be rather often. So, if our 
acquaintance continues until the end of the voyage, 
you will be in a state of perpetual delight.” 

‘‘Well, that’s encouraging. You will be pleased 
to learn that chutney is a sauce, an Indian sauce, 
and on this line somehow or other they never have 
more than one or two bottles. I do not know 
whether it is very expensive. I presume it is. 
Perhaps it is because there is very little demand for 
it, a great number of people not knowing what 
chutney is.” 

“Thank you,” said the young lady, ‘‘I am glad to 
find that I am in the majority, at least, even in the 
matter of ignorance.” 

“Well, as I was saying, chutney is rather a 
seductive sauce. You may not like it at first, but 
it grows on you. You acquire, as it were, the 
chutney habit. An old Indian traveller, whom I had 
the pleasure of crossing with once, and who sat at 
the same table with me, demanded chutney. He 
initiated me into the mysteries of chutney, and he 
had a chutney fight all the way across.” 
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“T still have to confess that I do not see what 
there is to fight about in the matter of chutney.” 

“Don’t you? Well, you shall soon have a 
practical illustration of the terrors of a chutney 
fight. Steward,” called Morris, ‘just bring me a 
bottle of chutney, will you?” 

‘Chutney, sir?” asked the steward, as if he had 
never heard the word before. 

“Yes, chutney. Chutney sauce.” 

“T am afraid, sir,” said the steward, ‘that we 
haven’t any chutney sauce.” 

**Oh yes, you have. I see a bottle there on the 
captain’s table. I think there is a second bottle at 
the smaller table. Just two doors up the street. 
Have the kindness to bring it to me.” 

The steward left for the chutney, and Morris look- 
ing after him, saw that there was some discussion 
between him and the steward of the other table. 
Finally, Morris’s steward came back and said, “I am 
very sorry, sir, but they are using the chutney at 
that table.” 

‘* Now look here, steward,” said Morris, “‘ you know 
that you are here to take care of us, and that at the 
end of the voyage I will take care of you. Don’t make 
any mistake about that. You understand me?” 

‘Yes, sir, I do,” said the steward. ‘Thank you, 


” 


sir. 
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“All right,” replied Morris. ‘‘Now you under- 
stand that I want chutney, and chutney I am going 
to have.” 

Steward number one waited until steward number 
two had disappeared after another order, and then 
he deftly reached over, took the chutney sauce, and 
placed it before Mr. Morris. 

“Now, Miss Earle, I hope that you will like this 
chutney sauce. You see there is some difficulty in 
getting it, and that of itself ought to be a strong 
recommendation for it.” 

‘Tt is a little too hot to suit me,” answered the 
young lady, trying the Indian sauce, “‘ still, there is 
a pleasant flavour about it that I like.” 

“Oh, you are all right,” said Morris, jauntily; 
“you will be a victim of the chutney habit before 
two days. People who dislike it at first are its 
warmest advocates afterwards. I use the word 
warmest without any allusion to the sauce itself, you 
know. I shall now try some myself.” 

As he looked round the table for the large bottle, 
he saw that it had been whisked away by steward 
number two, and now stood on the other table. Miss 
Karle laughed. 

“Oh, I shall have it in a moment,” said the young 
man. 

“Do you think it is worth while?” 
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“Worth while? Why, that is the excitement of a 
chutney fight. It is not that we care for chutney at 
all, but that we simply are bound to have it. If 
there were a bottle of chutney at every table, the 
delights of chutney would be gone. Steward,” said 
Morris, as that functionary appeared, ‘‘the chutney, 
please.” 

The steward cast a rapid glance at the other table, 
and waited until steward number two had disappeared. 
Then Morris had his chutney. Steward number two, 
seeing his precious bottle gone, tried a second time 
to stealthily obtain possession of it, but Morris said 
to him in a pleasant voice, “‘ That’s all right, steward, 
we are through with the chutney. Take it along, 
please. So that,” continued Mr. Morris, as Miss 
Farle rose from the table, ‘‘that is your first expe- 
rience of a chutney fight—one of the delights of 
ocean travel.” 


FOURTH DAY. 


Mr. Grorce Morais began to find his “‘ early coffees,” 
as he called them, very delightful. It was charming 
to meet a pretty and entertaining young lady every 
morning early when they had the deck practically to 
themselves. 
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The fourth day was bright and clear, and the sea 
was reasonably calm. For the first time he was up 
earlier than Miss Earle, and he paced the deck with 
sreat impatience, waiting for her appearance. He 
wondered who and what she was. He had a dim, 
hazy idea that some time before in his life he had 
met her, and probably had been acquainted with her. 
What an embarrassing thing it would be, he thought, 
if he had really known her years before, and had for- 
gotten her, while she knew who he was, and had 
remembered him. He thought of how accurately she 
had guessed his position in life—if it was a guess. 
He remembered that often, when he looked at her, 
he felt certain he had known her and spoken to her 
before. He placed the two steamer chairs in position, 
so that Miss Earle’s chair would be ready for her 
when she did appear, and then, as he walked up and 
down the deck waiting for her, he began to wonder 
at himself. If any one had told him when he left 
New York that, within three or four days he could 
feel such an interest in a person who previous to that 
time had been an utter stranger to him, he would 
have laughed scornfully and bitterly at the idea. As 
it was, when he thought of all the peculiar circum- 
stances of the case, he laughed aloud, but neither 
scornfully nor bitterly. 

“You must be having very pleasant thoughts, Mr. 
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Morris,” said Miss Earle, as she appeared with a 
bright shawl thrown over her shoulders, instead of 
the long cloak that had encased her before, and 
with a Tam o’ Shanter set jauntily on her black, 
curly hair. 

“You are right,” said Morris, taking off his cap, 
“‘T was thinking of you.” 

“Oh, indeed,” replied the young lady, “that’s 
why you laughed, was it? Imay say that I do not 
relish being laughed at in my absence, or in my 
presence either, for that matter.” 

“Oh, I assure you I wasn’t laughing at you. I 
laughed with pleasure to see you come on deck. 
I have been waiting for you.” 

“Now, Mr. Morris, that from a man who boasts 
of his truthfulness is a little too much. You did not 
see me at all until I spoke ; and if, as you say, you 
were thinking of me, you will have to explain that 
laugh.” 

“‘T will explain it before the voyage is over, Miss 
Earle. I can’t explain it just now.” 

“Ah, then you admit you were untruthful when 
you said you laughed because you saw me?” 

“IT may as well admit it. You seem to know things 
intuitively. JI am not nearly as truthful a person as : 
I thought I was until I met you. You seem the very 
embodiment of truth. If I had not met you, I imagine 
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I should have gone through life thinking myself one 
of the most truthful men in New York.” 

‘Perhaps that would not be saying very much for 
yourself,” replied the young lady, as she took her 
place in the steamer chair. 

‘‘T am sorry you have such a poor opinion of us 
New Yorkers,” said the young man. ‘‘ Why are you 
so late this morning ?’”’ 

‘Tam not late; it is you who are early. This is 
my usual time. I have been a very punctual person 
all my life.” 

“There you go again, speaking as if you were 
ever so old.” 

seals, 

“Well, I don’t believe it. I wish, however, that 
you had confidence enough in me to tell me some- 
thing about yourself. Do you know, I was thinking 
this morning that I had met you before somewhere ? 
I feel almost certain I have.” 

“Well, that is quite possible, you know. You are 
a New Yorker, and I have lived in New York for a 
great number of years, much as you seem to dislike 
that phrase.” 

“New York! Oh, that is like saying you have 
lived in America and I have lived in America. We 
might live for hundreds of years in New York and 
never meet one another!” 
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‘‘That is very true, except that the time is a little 
long.” 

‘Then won’t you tell me something about your- 
self?” 

‘*No, I will not.” 

“Why?” 

“Why? Well, if you will tell me why you have 
the right to ask such a question, I shall answer 
why.” 

“Oh, if you talk of rights, I suppose I haven’t 
the right. But I am willing to tell you anything 
about myself. Now, a fair exchange, you know = 

“But I don’t wish to know anything about 
you.” 

“Oh, thank you.” 

George Morris’s face clouded, and he sat silent 
for a few moments. 

“‘T presume,” he said again, ‘‘that you think me 
very impertinent ?”’ 

‘‘ Well, frankly, I do.” 

Morris gazed out at the sea, and Miss Earle 
opened the book which she had brought with her, 
and began to read. After a while her companion 
said— 

‘“‘T think that you are a little too harsh with me, 
Miss Earle.” 

The young lady placed her finger between the 
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leaves of the book and closed it, looking up at him 
with a frank, calm expression in her dark eyes, but 
said nothing. 

“You see, it’s like this. I said to you a little 
while since that I seem to have known you before. 
Now, [ll tell you what I was thinking of when you 
met me this morning. I was thinking what a curious 
thing it would be if I had been acquainted with you 
some time during my past life, and had forgotten 
you, while you had remembered me.”’ 

“That was very flattering to me,” said the young 
lady; ‘‘ I don’t wonder you laughed.” 

“That is why I did not wish to tell you what I 
had been thinking of—just for fear that you would 
put a wrong construction on it—as you have done. 
But now you can’t say anything much harsher to 
me than you have said, and so I tell you frankly 
just what I thought, and why I asked you those 
questions which you seem to think are so impertinent. 
Besides this, you know, a sea acquaintance is dif- 
ferent from any other acquaintance. As I said the 
first time I spoke to you—or the second—there is 
no one here to introduce us. On land, when a person 
is introduced to another person, he does not say, 
‘Miss Harle, this is Mr. Morris, who is a younger 
partner in the dry goods house of So-and-so.’ He 
merely says, ‘Miss Karle, Mr. Morris,’ and there it 
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is. If you want to find anything out about him you 
can ask your introducer or ask your friends, and 
you can find out. Now, on shipboard it is entirely 
different. Suppose, for instance, that I did not tell 
you who I am, and—if you will pardon me for sug- 
gesting such an absurd supposition—imagine that 
you wanted to find out, how could you do it ?”’ 

Miss Earle looked at him for a moment, and then 
she answered— 

“IT would ask that blonde young lady.” 

This reply was so utterly unexpected by Morris 
that he looked at her with wide eyes, the picture of 
aman dumbfounded. At that moment the smoking- 
room steward came up to them and said— 

‘Will you have your coffee now, sir ?”’ 

“Coffee! ”’ cried Morris, as if he had never heard 
the word before. ‘“‘ Coffee!” 

“Yes,” answered Miss Harle, sweetly, ‘“‘ we will 
have the coffee now, if you please. You will have 
a cup with me, will you not, Mr. Morris ?” 

‘“‘Yes, I will, if it is not too much trouble.” 

“Oh, it is no trouble to me,” said the young 
lady; ‘“‘some trouble to the steward, but I believe 
even for him that it is not a trouble that cannot be 
recompensed.”’ 

Morris sipped his coffee in silence. Every now 
and then Miss Earle stole a quiet look at him, and 
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apparently was waiting for him to again resume 
the conversation. This he did not seem in a hurry 
todo. At last she said— 

‘Mr. Morris, suppose we were on shipboard and 
that we had become acquainted without the friendly 
intervention of an introducer, and suppose, if such 
a supposition is at all within the bounds of probability, 
that you wanted to find out something about me, 
how would you go about it?” 

‘*How would I go about it?” 

Les, <Low?! 

*T would go about it in what would be the worst 
possible way. I would frankly ask you, and you 
would as frankly snub me.” 

“Suppose, then, while declining to tell you any- 
thing about myself I were to refer you to somebody 
who would give you the information you desire, would 
you take the opportunity of learning?” 

“T would prefer to hear from yourself anything I 
desired to learn.” 

“Now, that is very nicely said, Mr. Morris, and 
you make me feel almost sorry for having spoken to 
you as I did. Still, if you really want to find out 
something about me, I shall tell you some one 
whom you can ask, and who will doubtless answer 
you.” 

‘Who is that? The captain?” 
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“No. Itis the same person to whom I should go 
if I wished to have information of you—the blonde 
young lady.” 

“Do you mean to say you know her ?”’ asked the 
astonished young man. 

‘**T said nothing of the sort.” 

““ Well, do you know her ?” 

** No, I do not.” 

**Do you know her name.” 

“*No, I do not even know her name.” 

‘‘ Have you ever met her before you came on board 
this ship ?” 

‘Yes, I have.” 

“Well, if that isn’t the most astonishing thing I 
ever heard !” 

““T don’t see why itis. You say you thought you 
had met me before. As you are a man no doubt you 
have forgotten it. I say I think I have met that 
young lady before. As she is a woman I don’t think 
she will have forgotten. If you have any interest in 
the matter at all you might inquire.” 

‘*T shall do nothing of the sort.” 

** Well, of course, I said I thought you hadn’t very 
much interest. I only supposed the case.”’ 

“Tt is not that I have not the interest, but it is 
that I prefer to go to the person who can best 
answer my question if she chooses to do so. 
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she doesn’t choose to answer me, then J don’t choose 
to learn.” 

“‘Now, I like that ever so much,” said the young 
lady; ‘‘if you will get me another cup of coffee I 
shall be exceedingly obliged to you. My excuse is 
that these cups are very small, and the coffee is very 
good.” 

‘IT am sure you don’t need any excuse,’ 
Morris, springing to his feet, ‘‘and I am only too 


b 


replied 


happy to be your steward without the hope of the fee 
at the end of the voyage.” 

When he returned she said, “‘ I think we had better 
stop the personal conversation into which we have 
drifted. It isn’t at all pleasant to me, and I don’t 
think it is very agreeable to you. Now, I intended 
this morning to give you a lesson on American 
literature. I feel that you need enlightening on the 
subject, and that you have neglected your opportu- 
nities, as most New York men do, and so I thought 
you would be glad of a lesson or two.” 

*T shall be very glad of it indeed. I don’t know 
what our opportunities are, but if most New York men 
are like me I imagine a great many of them are in 
the same fix. We have very little time for the study 
of the literature of any country.” 

“ And perhaps very little inclination.” 

“Well, you know, Miss Earle, there is some 
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excuse for a busy man. Don’t you think there 
is ?”” 

“T don’t think there is very much. Who in 
America is a busier man than Mr. Gladstone? Yet 
he reads nearly everything, and is familiar with 
almost any subject you can mention.” 

“Oh, Gladstone! Well, he is a man of a million. 
But you take the average New York man. He is 
worried in business, and kept on the keen jump all 
the year round. Then he has a vacation, say for a 
couple of weeks or a month, in summer, and he goes 
off into the woods with his fishing kit, or canoeing 
outfit, or his amateur photographic set, or whatever 
the tools of his particular fad may be. He goes to a 
book-store and buys up a lot of paper-covered novels. 
There is no use of buying an expensive book, because 
he would spoil it before he gets back, and he would be 
sure to leave it in some shanty. So he takes those 
paper-covered abominations, and you will find torn 
copies of them scattered all through the Adirondacks, 
and down the St. Lawrence, and everywhere else that 
tourists congregate. I always tell the book-store man 
to give me the worst lot of trash he has got, and he 
does. Now, what is that book you have with you?” 

‘“‘This is one of Mr. Howells’ novels. You will 
admit, at least, that you have heard of Howells, I 
suppose ?” 
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‘‘Heard of him? Oh yes; I have read some of 
Howells’ books. I am not as ignorant as you seem to 
think.” 

“ What have you read of Mr. Howells’ ?” 

‘Well, I read ‘The American,’ I don’t remember 
the others.” 

“¢The American!’ That is by Henry James.” 

“Tg it? Well, I knew that it was by either 
Howells or James, I forgot which. They didn’t write 
a book together, did they ?” 

‘Well, not that I know of. Why, the depth of 
your ignorance about American literature is some- 
thing appalling. You talk of it so jauntily that you 
evidently have no idea of it yourself.” 

“‘T wish you would take me in hand, Miss Earle. 
Isn’t there any sort of condensed version that a 
person could get hold of? Couldn’t you give me a 
synopsis of what is written, so that I might post 
myself up in literature without going to the trouble 
of reading the books ?” 

“The trouble! Oh, if that is the way you speak, 
then your case is hopeless! I suspected it for some 
time, but now I am certain. The trouble! The 
delight of reading a new novel by Howells is some- 
thing that you evidently have not the remotest idea 
of. Why, I don’t know what I would give to have 
with me a novel of Howells’ that I had not read.” 
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“‘Goodness gracious! You don’t mean to say that 
you have read everything he has written ?” 

“‘ Certainly I have, and I am reading one now that 
is coming out in the magazine; and I don’t know 
what I shall do if Iam not able to get the magazine 
when I go to Europe.” 

“Oh, you can get them over there right enough, 
and cheaper than you can in America. They publish 
them over there.” 

“Do they ? Well, I am glad to hear it.” 

“You see, there is something about American 
literature that you are not acquainted with, the 
publication of our magazines in England, for 
instance. Ah, there is the breakfast gong. Well, we 
will have to postpone our lesson in literature until 
afterwards. Will you be up here after breakfast ?” 

“Yes, I think so.” 

‘* Well, we will leave our chairs and rugs just where 
they are. I will take your book down for you. 
Books have the habit of disappearing if they are left 
around on shipboard.” 

After breakfast Mr. Morris went to the smoking- 
room to enjoy his cigar, and there was challenged to 
a game of cards. He played one game; but his 
mind was evidently not on his amusement, so he 
excused himself from any further dissipation in that 
line, and walked out on deck. The promise of the 
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morning had been more than fulfilled in the day, and 
the warm sunlight and mild air had brought on deck 
many who had not been visible up to that time. 
There was a long row of muffled-up figures on 
steamer chairs, and the deck steward was kept busy 
hurrying here and there attending to the wants of 
the passengers. Nearly every one had a book, but 
many of the books were turned face downwards on 
the steamer rugs, while the owners either talked to 
those next them, or gazed idly out at the blue ocean. 
In the long and narrow open space between the chairs 
and the bulwarks of the ship, the energetic pedes- 
trians were walking up and down. 

At this stage of the voyage most of the passengers 
had found congenial companions, and nearly every- 
body was acquainted with everybody else. Morris 
walked along in front of the reclining passengers, 
scanning each one eagerly to find the person he 
wanted, but she was not there. Remembering then 
that the chairs had been on the other side of the 
ship, he continued his walk around the wheel-house, 
and there he saw Miss Harle, and sitting beside her 
was the blonde young lady talking vivaciously, while 
Miss Earle listened. 

Morris hesitated for a moment, but before he could 
turn back the young lady sprang to her feet, and 
said— 
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“Oh, Mr. Morris, am I sitting in your chair ?” 

“What makes you think it is my chair?” asked 
that gentleman, not in the most genial tone of voice. 

“‘T thought so,” replied the young lady, with a 
laugh, “‘ because it was near Miss Earle.” 

Miss Earle did not look at all pleased at this 
remark. She coloured slightly, and, taking the open 
book from her lap, began to read. 

*“You are quite welcome to the chair,” replied 
Morris, and the moment the words were spoken he 
felt that somehow it was one of those things he would 
rather have left unsaid, as far as Miss Earle was con- 
cerned. “I beg that you will not disturb yourself,” 
he continued; and, raising his hat to the lady, he 
continued his walk. 

A chance acquaintance joined him, changing his 
step to suit that of Morris, and talked with him on 
the prospects of the next year being a good business 
season in the United States. Morris answered rather 
absent-mindedly, and it was nearly lunch-time before 
he had an opportunity of going back to see whether 
or not Miss Earle’s companion had left. When he 
reached the spot where they had been sitting he 
found things the very reverse of what he had hoped. 
Miss Earle’s chair was vacant, but her companion 
sat there, idly turning over the leaves of the book 
that Miss Earle had been reading. 
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“Won't you sit down, Mr. Morris?” said the 
young woman, looking up at him with a winning smile. 
‘Miss Earle has gone to dress for lunch. I should 
do the same thing, but, alas! I am too indolent.” 

Morris hesitated for a moment, and then sat down 
beside her. 

“Why do you act so perfectly horrid to me?” 
asked the young lady, closing the book sharply. 

“T was not aware that I acted horridly to any- 
body,” answered Morris. 

“You know well enough that you have been trying 
your very best to avoid me.” 

“‘T think you are mistaken. I seldom try to avoid 
any one, and I see no reason why I should try to 
avoid you. Do you know of any reason?” 

The young lady blushed and looked down at her 
book, whose leaves she again began to turn. 

“T thought,” she said at last, “that you might 
have some feeling against me, and I have no doubt 
you judge me very harshly. You never did make 
any allowances.” 

Morris gave a little laugh that was half a sneer. 

‘* Allowances ?” he said. 

“Yes, allowances. You know you always were 
harsh with me, George, always.” And as she looked 
up at him her blue eyes were filled with tears, and 
there was a quiver at the corner of her mouth. 
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“What a splendid actress you would make, 
Blanche,” said the young man, calling her by her 
name for the first time. 

She gave him a quick look as he did go. 
** Actress!”’ she cried. ‘‘No one was ever less an 
actress than I am, and you know that.” 

** Oh, well, what’s the use of us talking? It’s all 
right. We made a little mistake, that’s all, and 
people often make mistakes in this life, don’t they, 
Blanche ?”’ 

** Yes,” sobbed that young lady, putting her dainty 
silk handkerchief to her eyes. 

‘‘Now, for goodness’ sake,” said the young man, 
‘don’t do that. People will think I am scolding you, 
and certainly there is no one in this world who has 
less right to scold you than I have.” 

“T thought,” murmured the young lady, from 
behind her handkerchief, “that we might at least be 
friends. I didn’t think you could ever act so harshly 
towards me as you have done for the past few 
days.” 

“Act?” cried the young man. ‘Bless me, I 
haven’t acted one way or the other. I simply haven’t 
had the pleasure of meeting you till the other evening, 
or morning, which ever it was. I have said nothing, 
and done nothing. I don’t see how I could be 
accused of acting, or of anything else.” 
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“‘T think,” sobbed the young lady, ‘‘ that you 
might at least have spoken kindly to me.” 

“Good gracious!” cried Morris, starting up, 
“here comes Miss Harle. For heaven’s sake put 
up that handkerchief.” 

But Blanche merely sank her face lower in it, 
while silent sobs shook her somewhat slender form. 

Miss Earle stood for a moment amazed as she 
looked at Morris’s flushed face, and at the bowed 
head of the young lady beside him; then, without 
a word, she turned and walked away. 

“T wish to goodness,” said Morris, harshly, 
“that if you are going to have a fit of crying you 
would not have it on deck, and where people can 
see you.” 

The young woman at once straightened up and 
flashed a look at him in which there were no traces 
of her former emotion. 

“People!” she said, scornfully. ‘‘ Much you care 
about people. It is because Miss Katherine Earle 
saw me that you are annoyed. You are afraid that 
it will interfere with your flirtation with her.” 

** Flirtation ?” 

“Yes, flirtation. Surely it can’t be anything more 
serious ?” 

““Why should it not be something more serious?” 
asked Morris, very coldly. 
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The blue eyes opened wide in apparent astonish- 
ment. 

“Would you marry her?” she said, with telling 
emphasis upon the word. 

“Why not?” he answered. “Any man might be 
proud to marry a lady like Miss Earle.” 

“A lady! Much of a lady she is! Why, she is 
one of your own shop-girls. You know it.” 

“‘ Shop-girls ?”’ cried Morris, in astonishment. 

‘Yes, shop-girls. You don’t mean to say that she 
has concealed that fact from you, or that you didn’t 
know it by seeing her in the store?” 

“A shop-girl in my store?” he murmured, be- 
wildered. ‘‘I knew I had seen her somewhere.” 

Blanche laughed a little irritating laugh. 

“What a splendid item it would make for the 
society papers,” she said. ‘‘The junior partner 
marries one of his own shop-girls, or, worse still, the 
junior partner and one of his shop-girls leave New York 
on the City of Buffalo, and are married in England. 
I hope that the reporters will not get the particulars 
of the affair.” Then, rising, she left the amazed 
young man to his thoughts. 

George Morris saw nothing more of Miss Katherine 
Earle that day. 

“T wonder what that vixen has said to her,” he 
thought, as he turned in for the night. 
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FIFTH DAY. 


In the early morning of the fifth day out, George 
Morris paced the deck alone. 

‘‘ Shop-girl or not,” he had said to himself, ‘‘ Miss 
Katherine Harle is much more of a lady than the 
other ever was.” But as he paced the deck, and as 
Miss Earle did not appear, he began to wonder more 
and more what had been said to her in the long talk 
of yesterday forenoon. Meanwhile Miss Earle sat 
in her own state-room thinking over the same subject. 
Blanche had sweetly asked her for permission to sit 
down beside her. 

‘‘T know no ladies on board,” she said, ‘and I 
think I have met you before.” 

‘‘Yes,” answered Miss Earle, ‘“‘I think we have 
met before.” 


, 


‘“‘How good of you to have remembered me,” said 
Blanche, kindly. 

‘‘T think,” replied Miss Earle, “that it is more 
remarkable that you should remember me than that 
I should remember you. ladies very rarely notice 
the shop-girls who wait upon them.” 


“You seemed so superior to your station,” said 
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Blanche, ‘that I could not help remembering you, 
and could not help thinking what a pity it was you 
had to be there.” 

*T do not think that there is anything either 
superior or inferior about the station. It is quite 
as honourable, or dishonourable, which ever it may 
be, as any other branch of business. I cannot 
see, for instance, why my station, selling ribbons at 
retail, should be any more dishonourable than the 
station of the head of the firm, who merely does on 
a very large scale what I was trying to do for him on 
a very limited scale.” 

Still,” said Blanche, with a yawn, ‘ people do 
not all look upon it in exactly that light.” 

‘‘Hardly any two persons look on any one thing 
in the same light. I hope you have enjoyed your 
voyage so far?” 

‘‘T have not enjoyed it very much,” replied the 
young lady with a sigh. 

‘‘T am sorry to hear that. I presume your father 
has been ill most of the way ?” 

“‘My father?” cried the other, looking at her 
questioner. 

‘Yes, I did not see him at the table since the first 


day. 
“Oh, he has had to keep his room almost since 
we left. He is a very poor sailor.” 
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“Then that must make your voyage rather 
unpleasant ?”’ 

The blonde young lady made no reply, but, taking 
up the book which Miss Earle was reading, said, 
“You don’t find Mr. Morris much of a reader, 
I presume? He used not to be.” 

“‘T know very little about Mr. Morris,” said Miss 
Karle, freezingly. 

‘“Why, you knew him before you came on board, 
did you not?” questioned the other, raising her 
eyebrows. 

‘No, I did not.” 

‘You certainly know he is junior partner in the 
establishment where you work ?” 

‘I know that, yes, but I had never spoken to 
him before I met him on board this steamer.” 

“Ig that possible? Might I ask you if there 
is any probability of your becoming interested in 
Mr. Morris ?”’ 

“Interested! What do you mean ?” 

“Oh, you know well enough what I mean. We 
girls do not need to be humbugs with each other, 
whatever we may be before the men. When a 
young woman meets a young man in the early 
morning, and has coffee with him, and when she 
reads to him, and tries to cultivate his literary 
tastes, whatever they may be, she certainly shows 
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some interest in the young man, don’t you think 
80?” 

Miss Earle looked for a moment indignantly at 
her questioner. ‘‘I do not recognise your right,”’ 
she said, ‘‘to ask me such a question.” 

“No? Then let me tell you that I have every 
right to ask it. I assure you that I have thought 
over the matter deeply before I spoke. It seemed to 
me there was one chance in a thousand—only one 
chance in a thousand, remember—that you were 
acting honestly, and on that one chance I took the 
liberty of speaking to you. The right I have to ask 
such a question is this—Mr. George Morris has been 
engaged to me for several years.” 

“Engaged to you?” 

“Yes. If you don’t believe it, ask him?” 

“Tt is the very last question in the world I would 
ask anybody.” 

‘‘Well, then, you will have to take my word for 
it. I hope you are not very shocked, Miss Earle, 
to hear what I have had to tell you.” 

‘Shocked? Oh dear, no. Why should I be? 
It is really a matter of no interest to me, I assure 
you.” 

‘Well, I am very glad to hear you say so. I did 
not know but you might have become more interested 
in Mr. Morris than you would care to own. I think 
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myself that he is quite a fascinating young gentle- 
man; but I thought it only just to you that you 
should know exactly how matters stood.” 

“Tam sure I am very much obliged to you.” 

This much of the conversation Miss Harle had 
thought over in her own room that morning. ‘Did 
it make a difference to her or not?’ that was the 
question she was asking herself. The information 
had certainly affected her opinion of Mr. Morris, 
and she smiled to herself rather bitterly as she 
thought of his claiming to be so exceedingly truthful. 
Miss Earle did not, however, go up on deck until the 
breakfast gong had rung. 

‘Good morning,” said Morris, as he took his 
place at the little table. ‘‘I was like the boy on 
the burning deck this morning, when all but he 
had fled. I was very much disappointed that you 
did not come up, and have your usual cup of 
coffee.” 

“T am sorry to hear that,” said Miss Harle; ‘‘if 
I had known I was disappointing anybody I should 
have been here.” 

‘‘Miss Katherine,” he said, ‘‘ you are a humbug. 
You knew very well that I would be disappointed if 
you did not come.” 

The young lady looked up at him, and for a 
moment she thought of telling him that her name 
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was Miss Earle, but for some reason she did not 
do so. 

“I want you to promise now,” he continued, 
“that to-morrow morning you will be on deck as 
usual.” 

‘Has it become a usual thing, then?” 

“Well, that’s what I am trying to make it,” he 
answered. ‘‘ Will you promise ?”’ 

“Yes, I promise.” 

“Very well, then, I look on that as settled. Now, 
about to-day. What are you going to do with your- 
self after breakfast ?”’ 

“‘Oh, the usual thing, I suppose. I shall sit in 
my steamer chair and read an interesting book.” 

‘* And what is the interesting book for to-day ?” 

‘Tt is a little volume by Henry James, entitled 
‘The Siege of London.’” 

‘“Why, I never knew that London had been 
besieged. When did that happen?” 

‘‘Well, I haven’t got very far in the book yet, 
but it seems to have happened quite recently 
within a year or two, I think. It is one of the 
latest of Mr. James’s short stories. I have not read 
it yet.” 

« Ah, then the siege is not historical ?” 

‘Not historical further than Mr. James is the 
historian.” 
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‘““Now, Miss Earle, are you good at reading out 
loud ?” 

‘“No, I am not.” 

““Why, how decisively you say that. I couldn’t 
answer like that, because I don’t know whether I am 
or not. I have never tried any of it. But if you 
will allow me, I will read that book out to you. I 
should like to have the good points indicated to me, 
and also the defects.” 

‘There are not likely to be many defects,” said 
the young lady. ‘‘Mr. James is a very correct 
writer. But I do not care either to read aloud or 
have a book read to me. Besides, we disturb the 
conversation or the reading of any one else who 
happens to sit near us. I prefer to enjoy a book by 
reading it myself.” 

** Ah, I see you are resolved cruelly to shut me out 
of all participation in your enjoyment.” 

‘Oh, not at all. I shall be very happy to discuss 
the book with you afterwards. You should read it 
for yourself. Then, when you have done so, we 
might have a talk on its merits or demerits, if you 
think, after you have read it, that it has any.” 

* Any what? merits or demerits ?” 

‘‘ Well, any either.” 

‘No; I will tell you a better plan than that.. I 
am not going to waste my time reading it.” 
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“Waste, indeed! ” 

“Certainly waste. Not when I have a much better 
plan of finding out what is in the book. I am going 
to get you to tell me the story after you have read it.” 

“Oh, indeed; and suppose I refuse ?”’ 

Will you?” 

“Well, I don’t know. I only said suppose.” 

“‘Then I shall spend the rest of the voyage trying 
to persuade you.” 

‘“T am not very easily persuaded, Mr. Morris.” 

‘‘T believe that,” said the young man. “TI pre- 
sume I may sit beside you while you are reading 
your book?” 

“You certainly may, if you wish to. The deck is 
not mine, only that portion of it, I suppose, which I 
occupy with the steamer chair. I have no authority 
over any of the rest.” 

“‘ Now, is that a refusal or an acceptance ?” 

‘‘Tt is which ever you choose to think.” 

‘‘ Well, if it is a refusal, it is probably softening 
down the ‘No,’ but if it is an acceptance it is rather 
an ungracious one, it seems to me.” 

‘Well, then, I shall be frank with you. I am very 
much interested in this book. I should a great deal 
rather read it than talk to you.” 

‘Oh, thank you, Miss Harle. There can be no 
possible doubt about your meaning now.” 
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“Well, I am glad of that, Mr. Morris. I am 
always pleased to think that I can speak in such 
a way as not to be misunderstood.” 

‘‘T don’t see any possible way of misunderstanding 
that. I wish I did.” 

‘And then, after lunch,” said the young lady, 
‘1 think I shall finish the book before that time ;— 
if you care to sit beside me or to walk the deck with 
me, I shall be very glad to tell you the story.” 

“Now, that is perfectly delightful,” cried the 
young man. ‘You throw a person down into the 
depths, so that he will appreciate all the more being 
brought up into the light again.” 

“Oh, not at all. Ihave no such dramatic ideas in 
speaking frankly with you. I merely mean that this 
forenoon I wish to have to myself, because I am 
interested in my book. At the end of the forenoon I 
shall probably be tired of my book and will prefer a 
talk with you. I don’t see why you should think it 
odd that a person should say exactly what a person 
means.” 

‘And then I suppose in the evening you will be 
tired of talking with me, and will want to take up 
your book again.” 

‘* Possibly.” 

‘‘And if you are, you won’t hesitate a moment 
about saying so?” | 
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‘Certainly not.” 

‘* Well, you are a decidedly frank young lady, Miss 
Earle; and, after all, I don’t know but what I like that 
sort of thing best. JI think if all the world were 
honest we would all have a better time of it here.” 

‘Do you really think so?” 

pees, Fedo 

‘You believe in honesty, then ?”’ 

*“Why, certainly. Have you seen anything in my 
conduct or bearing that would induce you to think 
that I did not believe in honesty ?” 

“No, I can’t say I have. Still, honesty is such a 
rare quality that a person naturally is surprised 
when one comes unexpectedly upon it.” 

George Morris found the forenoon rather tedious 
and lonesome. He sat in the smoking-room, and 
once or twice he ventured near where Miss Earle sat 
engrossed in her book, in the hope that the volume 
might have been put aside for the time, and that he 
would have some excuse for sitting down and talking 
with her. Once as he passed she looked up with a 
bright smile and nodded to him. 

‘Nearly through ?” he asked dolefully. 

‘Of ‘ The Siege of London’ ?” she asked. 

teed 

‘Oh, I am through that long ago, and have begun 
another story.” 


=~] 
Lo 


IN A STEAMER CHAIR. 


“Now, that is not according to contract,” claimed 
Morris. ‘‘The contract was that when you got 
through with ‘ The Siege of London’ you were to let 
me talk with you, and that you were to tell me the 
story.” 

“That was not my interpretation of it. Our 
bargain, as I understood it, was that I was to have 
this forenoon to myself, and that I was to use the 
forenoon for reading. I believe my engagement with 
you began in the afternoon.” 

“T wish it did,” said the young man, with a wistful 
look. 

“You wish what?” she said, glancing up at him 
sharply. 

He blushed as he bent over towards her and 
whispered, ‘‘ That our engagement, Miss Katherine, 
began in the afternoon.” 

The colour mounted rapidly into her cheeks, and 
for a moment George Morris thought he had gone 
too far. It seemed as if a sharp reply was ready on 
her lips; but, as on another occasion, she checked it 
and said nothing. Then she opened her book and 
began to read. He waited for a moment and said— 

“Miss Earle, have I offended you?” 

“Did you mean to give offence ?”’ she asked. 

‘No, certainly, I did not.” 

“Then why should you think you had offended me ?” 
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“Well, I don’t know. I ——” he stammered. 

Miss Earle looked at him with such clear, innocent, 
and unwavering eyes that the young man felt that 
he could neither apologise nor make an explanation. 

“Tm afraid,” he said, “‘ that Iam encroaching on 
your time.” 

“Yes, I think you are; that is, if you intend to 
live up to your contract, and let me live up to mine. 
You have no idea how much more interesting this 
book is than you are.” 

“Why, you are not a bit flattering, Miss Harle, 
are you?” 

“No, I don’t think Iam. Do you try to be?” 

‘‘T’m afraid that in my lifetime I have tried to be, 
but I assure you, Miss Harle, that I don’t try to be 
flattering, or try to be anything but what I really am 
when I am in your company. To tell the truth, I 
am too much afraid of you.” 

Miss Earle smiled and went on with her reading, 
while Morris went once more back into the smoking- 
room. 

‘‘ Now then,” said George Morris, when lunch was 
over, ‘‘ which is it to be? The luxurious languor of 
the steamer chair or the energetic exercise of the 
deck? Take your choice.” 

‘‘ Well,” answered the young lady, ‘‘as I have 
been enjoying the luxurious languor all the forenoon, 
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I prefer the energetic exercise, if it is agreeable to 
you, for a while, at least.”’ 

‘Tt is very agreeable to me. Iam all energy this 
afternoon. In fact, now that you have consented to 
allow me to talk with you, I feel as if I were imbued 
with a new life.” 

“Dear me,” said she, “‘and all because of the 
privilege of talking to me?” 

COAT? 

‘*How nice that is. You are sure that it is not 
the effect of the sea air?” 

‘Quite certain. I had the sea air this forenoon, 
you know.” 

**Oh, yes, I had forgotten that.” 

‘‘ Well, which side of the deck then ?”’ 

‘Oh, which ever is the least popular side. I dislike 
a crowd.” 

‘‘T think, Miss Karle, that we will have this side 
pretty much to ourselves. The madd’ing crowd 
seems to have a preference for the sunny part of the 
ship. Now, then, for the siege of London. Who 
besieged it ?” 

‘© A lady.” 

‘Did she succeed ?” 

‘She did.” 

“Well, I am very glad to hear it, indeed. Wet 
was she besieging it for?” 
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‘** For social position, I presume.” 

' “Then, as we say out West, I suppose she had a 
pretty hard row to hoe?” 

‘Yes, she had.” 

“Well, I never can get at the story by cross- 
questioning. Now, supposing that you tell it to 
me.” 

*T think that you had better take the book and 
read it. Iam not a good story-teller.” 

‘Why, I thought we Americans were considered 
excellent story-tellers.” 

“We Americans ? ” 

‘Oh, I remember now, you do not lay claim to 
being an American. You are English, I think you 
said ?” 

‘‘T said nothing of the kind. I merely said I lay 
no claims to being an American.” 

‘Yes, that was it.” 

“ Well, you will be pleased to know that this lady 
in the siege of London was an American. You seem 
so anxious to establish a person’s nationality that 
I am glad to be able to tell you at the very first that 
she was an American, and, what is more, seemed 
to be a Western American.” 

‘‘Seemed ? Oh, there we get into uncertainties 
again. If I like to know whether persons are 
Americans or not, it naturally follows that I am 
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anxious to know whether they were Western or Eastern 
Americans. Aren’t you sure she was a Westerner ?” 

“The story, unfortunately, leaves that a litle 
vague, so if it displeases you I shall be glad to stop 
the telling of it.” 

“Oh no, don’t do that. I am quite satisfied to 
take her as an American citizen; whether she is 
East or West, or North or South, does not make 
the slightest difference to me. Please go on with 
the story.” 

‘Well, the other characters, I am happy to be 
able to say, are not at all indefinite in the matter 
of nationality. One is an Englishman; he is even 
more than that, he is an English nobleman. The 
other is an American. Then there is the English 
nobleman’s mother, who, of course, is an English 
woman; and the American’s sister, married to. an 
Englishman, and she, of course, is English-American. 
Does that satisfy you ?” 

“Perfectly. Goon.” 

“It seems that the besieger, the heroine of the 
story if you may call her so, had a past.” 

‘Has not everybody had a past?” 

“Oh no. This past is known to the American 
and is unknown to the English nobleman.” 

“‘Ah, I see; and the American is in love with he 
in spite of her past ?” 
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‘Not in Mr. James’s story.” 

“Oh, I beg pardon. Well, go on; I shall not 
interrupt again.” 

“It is the English nobleman who is in love with 
her in spite of his absence of knowledge about her 
past. The English nobleman’s mother is very much 
against the match. She tries to get the American 
to tell what the past of this woman is. The American 
refuses to do so. In fact, in Paris he has half 
promised the besieger not to say anything about her 
past. She is besieging London, and she wishes the 
American to remain neutral. But the nobleman’s 
mother at last gets the American to promise that he 
will tell her son what he knows of this woman’s past. 
The American informs the woman what he has 
promised the nobleman’s mother to do, and at this 
moment the nobleman enters the room. The besieger 
of London, feeling that her game is up, leaves them 
together. The American says to the nobleman, who 
stands rather stiffly before him, ‘If you wish to ask 
me any questions regarding the lady who has gone 
out I shall be happy to tell you.’ Those are not the 
words of the book, but they are in substance what 
he said. The nobleman looked at him for a moment 
with that hauteur which, we presume, belongs to 
noblemen, and said quietly, ‘I wish to know nothing.’ 
Now, that strikes me as a very dramatic point in the 
story.” 
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“But didn’t he wish to know anything of the 
woman whom he was going to marry?” 

“T presume that, naturally, he did.” 

“And yet he did not take the opportunity of 
finding out when he had the chance?” 

‘No, he did not.” 

‘Well, what do you think of that?” 

‘‘What do I think of it? I think it’s a very 
dramatic point in the story.” 

‘Yes, but what do you think of his wisdom in 
refusing to find out what sort of a woman he was 
going to marry? Was he a fool or was he a very 
noble man?” 

‘Why, I thought I said at the first that he was 
a nobleman, an Englishman.” 

“Miss Katherine, you are dodging the question. 
I asked your opinion of that man’s wisdom. Was he 
wise, or was he a fool?” 

“What do you think about it? Do you think he 
was a fool, or a wise man?” 

“Well, I asked you for your opinion first. How- 
ever, I have very little hesitation in saying, that a 
man who marries a woman of whom he knows 
nothing, is a fool.” 

‘Oh, but he was well acquainted with this woman. 
It was only her past that he knew nothing about.” 

“Well, I think you must admit that a woman’s 
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past and a man’s past are very important parts of 
their lives. Don’t you agree with me?” 

“‘T agree with you so seldom that I should hesitate 
to say I did on this occasion. But I have told the 
story very badly. You will have to read it for 
yourself to thoroughly appreciate the different 
situations, and then we can discuss the matter 
intelligently.” 

“You evidently think the man was very noble in 
refusing to hear anything about the past of the lady 
he was interested in.” 

*“‘T confess I do. He was noble, at least, in 
refusing to let a third party tell him. If he wished 
any information he should have asked the lady 
himself.” 

‘Yes, but supposing she refused to answer him?” 

‘‘Then, I think he should either have declined to 
have anything more to do with her, or, if he kept 
up his acquaintance, he should have taken her just 
as she was, without any reference to her past.” 

‘‘I suppose you are right. Still, it is a very 
serious thing for two people to marry without know- 
ing something of each other’s lives.” 

‘‘T am tired of walking,” said Miss Harle, “I am 
now going to seek comfort in the luxuriousness, as 
you call it, of my steamer chair.” 

“And may I go with you?” asked the young man. 
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‘Tf you also are tired of walking.” 

‘You know,” he said, “‘ you promised the whole 
afternoon. You took the forenoon with ‘The Siege,’ 
and now I don’t wish to be cheated out of my half 
of the day.” 

“Very well, I am rather interested in another 
story, and if you will take ‘The Siege of London,’ 
and read it, you'll find how much better the book 
is than my telling of the story.” 

George Morris had, of course, to content himself 
with this proposition, and they walked together to 
the steamer chairs, over which the gaily coloured 
rugs were spread. 

“Shall I get your book for you?” asked the young 
man, as he picked up the rugs. 

“Thank you,” answered Miss Earle, with a laugh, 
‘‘you have already done so,” for, as he shook out 
the rugs, the two books, which were small handy 
volumes, fell out on the deck. 

“‘T see you won’t accept my hint about not leaving 
the books around. You will lose some precious 
volume one of these days.” 

“Oh, I fold them in the rugs, and they are all 
right. Now, here is your volume. Sit down there 
and read it.” 

“That means also, ‘and keep quiet,’ I sup- 
pose ?” 
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“T don’t imagine you are versatile enough to read 
and talk at the same time. Are you?” 

‘1 should be very tempted to try it this afternoon.” 

Miss Earle went on with her reading, and Morris 
pretended to go on with his. He soon found, 
however, that he could not concentrate his attention 
on the little volume in his hand, and so quickly 
abandoned the attempt, and spent his time in 
meditation and in casting furtive glances at his fair 
companion over the top of his book. He thought 
the steamer chair a perfectly delightful invention. 
It was an easy, comfortable, and adjustable apparatus, 
that allowed a person to sit up or to recline at almost 
any angle. He pushed his chair back a little, so 
that he could watch the profile of Miss Katherine 
Earle, and the dark tresses that formed a frame for 
it, without risking the chance of having his espionage 
discovered. 

“* Aren’t you comfortable?” asked the young lady, 
as he shoved back his chair. 

‘*T am very, very comfortable,’ replied the young 
man. 

“‘T am glad of that,” she said, as she resumed her 
reading. 

George Morris watched her turn leaf after leaf as 
he reclined lazily in his chair, with half-closed eyes, 
and said to himself, ‘‘ Shop-girl or not, past or not, 
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I’m going to propose to that young lady the first 
good opportunity I get. I wonder what she will 
say?” 

‘How do you like it?” cried the young lady he 
was thinking of, with a suddenness that made Morris 
jump in his chair. 

‘‘ Like it ?”’ he cried; ‘‘ oh, I like it immensely.” 

*‘ How far have you got?” she continued. 

‘How far? Oh, a great distance. Very much 
further than I would have thought it possible when 
I began this voyage.” 

Miss Earle turned and looked at him with wide- 
open eyes, as he made this strange reply. 

‘‘ What are you speaking of?” she said. 

‘Oh, of everything—of the book, of the voyage, of 
the day.” 

‘“‘T was speaking of the book,” she replied quietly. 
‘*Are you sure you have not fallen asleep and been 
dreaming ? ” 

‘Fallen asleep? No. Dreaming? Yes.” 

‘“Well, I hope your dreams have been pleasant 
ones.” 

‘‘They have.” 

Miss Earle, who seemed to think it best not to 
follow her investigations any further, turned once 
more to her own book, and read it until it was time 
to dress for dinner. 
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When that important meal was over, Morris said 
to Miss Earle: ‘“‘ Do you know you still owe me part 
of the day?” 

“IT thought you said you had a very pleasant 
afternoon.” 

“So I had. So pleasant, you see, that I want to 
have the pleasure prolonged. I want you to come 
out and have a walk on the deck now in the starlight. 
It is a lovely night, and, besides, you are now half- 
way across the ocean, and yet I don’t think you 
have been out once to see the phosphorescence. That 
is one of the standard sights of an ocean voyage. 
Will you come ?”’ 

Although the words were commonplace enough, 
there was a tremor in his voice which gave a meaning 
to them that could not be misunderstood. Miss 
Earle looked at him with serene composure, and yet 
with a touch of reproachfulness in her glance. ‘He 
talks like this to me,” she said to herself, ‘‘ while he 
is engaged to another woman.” ‘‘ Yes,” she answered 
aloud, with more firmness in her voice than might 
have seemed necessary, ‘‘I will be happy to walk on 
the deck with you to see the phosphorescence.” 

He helped to hinder her for a moment in adjusting 
her wraps, and they went out in the starlit night 
together. 

‘“Now,” he said, ‘‘if we are fortunate enough to 
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find the place behind the after-wheel house vacant 
we can have a splendid view of the phosphor- 
escence.” 

“Ts it so much in demand that the place is 
generally crowded ?’’ she asked. 

*‘T may tell you in confidence,” replied Mr. Morris, 
“that this particular portion of the boat is always 
very popular. Soon as the evening shades prevail 
the place is apt to be pre-empted by couples that are 
very fond of ——” 

** Phosphorescence,”’ interjected the young lady. 

“Yes,” he said, with a smile that she could not see 
in the darkness, ‘‘ of phosphorescence.” 

‘‘T should think,” said she, as they walked towards 
the stern of the boat, ‘‘ that in scientific researches of 
that sort, the more people who were there, the more 
interesting the discussion would be, and the more 
chance a person would have to improve his mind on 
the subject of phosphorescence, or other matters 
pertaining to the sea.” 

‘Yes,’ replied Morris. ‘‘A person naturally 
would think that, and yet, strange as it may appear, 
if there ever was a time when two is company and 
three is a crowd, it is when looking at the phos- 
phorescence that follows the wake of an ocean 
steamer.” 

‘Really ?”’ observed the young lady, archly. 
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**You told me, I remember, that you had crossed 
the ocean several times.” 

The young man laughed joyously at this bit of 
repartee, and his companion joined him with a laugh 
that was low and musical. 

‘‘He seems very sure of his ground,” said she to 
herself. ‘‘ Well, we shall see.”’ 

As they came to the end of the boat and passed 
behind the temporary wheel-house which is erected 
there, and which is filled with débris of various sorts, 
blocks and tackle, and old steamer chairs, Morris 
noticed that two others were there before them, 
standing close together, with arms upon the bulwarks. 
They were standing very close together, so close, in 
fact, that, in the darkness, it seemed as if but one 
person was there. But as Morris stumbled over 
some chains, the dark, united shadow resolved itself 
quickly into two distinct separate shadows. A flag- 
pole stood at the extreme end of the ship, inclining 
backwards from the centre of the bulwarks, and 
leaning over the troubled, luminous sea beneath; the 
two who had taken their position first were on one 
side of the flag-pole, and Morris and Miss Earle on 
the other. Their coming had evidently broken the 
spell for the others. After waiting for a few moments, 
the lady took the arm of the gentleman and walked 
forward. 
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“Now,” said Morris, with a sigh, ‘‘ we have the 
phosphorescence to ourselves.” 

‘“‘It is very, very strange,” remarked the lady in a 
low voice. ‘It seems as if a person could see weird 
shapes arising in the air, as if in torment.” 

The young man said nothing for a few moments. 
He cleared his throat several times as if to speak, but 
still remained silent. Miss Earle gazed down at the 
restless, luminous water. The throb, throb of the 
sreat ship made the bulwarks on which their arms 
rested tremble and quiver. 

Finally Morris seemed to muster up courage 
enough to begin, and he said one word— 

‘* Katherine.” As he said this he placed his hand 
on hers as it lay white before him in the darkness 
upon the trembling bulwark. It seemed to him that 
she made a motion to withdraw her hand, and then 
allowed it to remain where it was. 

‘Katherine,’ he continued, in a voice that he 
hardly recognised as his own, ‘‘ we have known each 
other only a very short time comparatively; but, as 
I think I said to you once before, a day on shipboard 
may be as long as a month on shore. Katherine, I 
want to ask you a question, and yet I do not know 
—I cannot find—I—I don’t know what words to 
use.” 

The young lady turned her face towards him, and 
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he saw her clear-cut profile sharply outlined against 
the glowing water as he looked down at her. Although 
the young man struggled against the emotion, which 
is usually experienced by any man in his position, 
yet he felt reasonably sure of the answer to his ques- 
tion. She had come with him out into the night. 
She had allowed her hand to remain in his. He was, 
therefore, stricken dumb with amazement when she 
replied, in a soft and musical voice— 

“You do not know what to say? What do you 
usually say on such an occasion ?” 

“Usually say?’ he gasped in dismay. ‘‘I do not 
understand you. What do you mean?” 

‘‘Tsn’t my meaning plain enough? Am I the first 
young lady to whom you have not known exactly 
what to say?” 

Mr. Morris straightened up, and folded his arms 
across his breast; then, ridiculously enough, this 
struck him as a heroic attitude, and altogether un- 
suitable for an American, so he thrust his hands deep 
in his coat pockets. 

‘Miss Earle,” he said, ‘‘ I knew that you could be 
cruel, but I did not think it possible that you could 
be so cruel as this.” 

‘“‘Tg the cruelty all on my side, Mr. Morris?” she 
answered. ‘‘ Have you been perfectly honest and 
frank with me? You know you have not. Now, I 
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shall be perfectly honest and frank with you. I like 
you very much indeed. I have not the slightest 
hesitation in saying this, because it is true, and I 
don’t care whether you know it, or whether anybody 
else knows it or not.” 

As she said this the hope which Morris had felt at 
first, and which had been dashed so rudely to the 
ground, now returned, and he attempted to put his 
arm about her and draw her to him; but the young 
lady quickly eluded his grasp, stepping to the other 
side of the flag-pole, and putting her hand upon it. 

‘“‘Mr. Morris,” she said, ‘there is no use of your 
saying anything further. There is a barrier between 
us ; you know it as well as I. I would like us to be 
friends as usual; but, if we are to be, you will have 
to remember the barrier, and keep to your own side 
of it.” 

“‘T know of no barrier, 
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cried Morris, vehemently, 
attempting to come over to her side. 

“There is the barrier,” she said, placing her hand 
on the flag-pole. ‘‘ My place is on this side of that 
barrier ; your place is on the other. If you come on 
this side of that flag-pole, I shall leave you. If you 
remain on your own side, I shall be very glad to talk 
with you.” 

Morris sullenly took his place on the other side of 
the flag-pole. 
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“Has there been anything in my actions,” said 
the young lady, “during the time we have been 
acquainted that would lead you to expect a different 
answer ?” 

“Yes. You have treated me outrageously at times, 
and that gave me some hope.” 

Miss Earle laughed her low, musical laugh at this 
remark. 

“Oh, you may laugh,”’ said Morris, savagely; ‘ but 
it is no laughing matter to me, I assure you.” 

“Oh, it will be, Mr. Morris, when you come to 
think of this episode after you get on shore. It will 
seem to you very, very funny indeed; and when you 
speak to the next young lady on the same subject, 
perhaps you will think of how outrageously I have 
treated your remarks to-night, and be glad that there 
are so few young women in the world who would act 
as I have done.” 

, ‘‘ Where did you get the notion,” inquired George 
Morris, “ that I am in the habit of proposing to young 
ladies? It is a most ridiculous idea. I have been 
engaged once, I confess it. I made a mistake, and I 
am sorry for it. There is surely nothing criminal in 
that.” 

“Tt depends.” 

‘¢ Depends on what ?” 

‘*It depends on how the other party feels about it. 
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It takes two to make an engagement, and it should 
take two to break it.” 

‘Well, it didn’t in my case,’’ said the young man. 

“So I understand,” replied Miss Earle. “Mr. 
Morris, I wish you a very good evening.”’ And before 
he could say a word she had disappeared in the dark- 
ness, leaving him to ponder bitterly over the events 
of the evening. 


SIXTH DAY. 


In the vague hope of meeting Miss Earle, Morris rose 
early, and for a while paced the deck alone; but she 
did not appear. Neither did he have the pleasure of 
her company at breakfast. The more the young 
man thought of their interview of the previous even- 
ing, the more puzzled he was. 

Miss Earle had frankly confessed that she thought 
a great deal of him, and yet she had treated him 
with an unfeelingness which left him sore and bitter. 
She might have refused him; that was her right, of 
course. But she need not have done it so sarcastic- 
ally. He walked the deck after breakfast, but saw 
nothing of Miss Earle. As he paced up and down, 
he met the very person of all others whom he did not 
wish to meet. 
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“Good morning, Mr. Morris,” she said lightly, 
holding out her hand. 

“Good morning,” he answered, taking it without 
much warmth. 

“You are walking the deck all alone, I see. May 
I accompany you?” 
said the young man, and with that 
she put her hand on his arm and they walked 


” 


Certainly, 


together the first two rounds without saying anything 
to each other. Then she looked up at him, with a 
bright smile, and said, “‘ So she refused you ?”’ 

‘‘How do you know?” answered the young man, 
reddening and turning a quick look at her. 

‘“‘How do I know?” laughed the other. ‘“ How 
should I know ?” 

For a moment it flashed across his mind that Miss 
Katherine Earle had spoken of their interview of last 
night ; but a moment later he dismissed the suspicion 
as unworthy. 

“How do you know ?” he repeated. 

“« Because I was told so on very good authority.” 

“‘T don’t believe it.” 

‘Ha, ha! now you are very rude. It is very rude 
to say to a lady that she doesn’t speak the truth.” 

‘‘ Well, rude or not, you are not speaking the truth. 
Nobody told you such a thing.” 

‘My dear George, how impolite you are. Whata 
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perfect bear you have grown to be. Do you want to 
know who told me?” 

“‘T don’t care to know anything about it.” 

‘Well, nevertheless, I shall tell you. You told 
me.” 

“‘T did? Nonsense, I never said anything about 
it.” 

“Yes, you did. Your walk showed it. The dejected 
look showed it, and when I spoke to you, your actions, 
your tone, and your words told it to me plainer than 
if you had said, ‘I proposed to Miss Earle last night 
and I was rejected.’ You poor, dear innocent, if you 
don’t brighten up you will tell it to the whole ship.” 

‘‘T am sure, Blanche, that I am very much obliged 
to you for the interest you take in me. Very much 
obliged, indeed.” 

“Oh no, you are not; and now, don’t try to be 
sarcastic, it really doesn’t suit your manner at all. I 
was very anxious to know how your little flirtation 
had turned out. I really was. You knowI have an 
interest in you, George, and always will have, and I 
wouldn’t like that spiteful little black-haired minx to 
have got you, and I am very glad she refused you, 
although why she did so I cannot for the life of me 
imagine.” 

“Tt must be hard for you to comprehend why she 
refused me, now that I am a partner in the firm.” 


IN A STEAMER CHAIR. 93 


Blanche looked down upon the deck, and did not 
answer. 

“IT am glad,” she said finally, looking up brightly 
at him with her innocent blue eyes, “that you did 
not put off your proposal until to-night. We expect 
to be at Queenstown to-night some time, and we 
leave there and go on through by the Lakes of 
Killarney. So, you see, if you hadn’t proposed last 
night I should have known nothing at all about how 
the matter turned out, and I should have died of 
curiosity and anxiety to know.” 

‘Oh, I would have written to you,” said Morris. 
‘‘Leave me your address now, and I’ll write and let 
you know how it turns out.” 

“Oh,” she cried quickly, ‘‘ then it isn’t ended yet ? 
T didn’t think you were a man who would need to be 
refused twice or thrice.” 

‘‘T should be glad to be refused by Miss Harle five 
hundred times.” 

“* Indeed ?” 

‘¢ Yes, five hundred times, if on the five hundredth 
and first time she accepted.” 

‘Tg it really so serious as that ?” 

‘Tt is just exactly that serious.” 

“Then your talk to me after all was only 
pretence ?” 

‘*No, only a mistake.” 
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“ What an escape I have had!” 

** You have, indeed.” 

*‘ Ah, here comes Miss Earle. Really, for a lady 
who has rejected a gentleman, she does not look as 
supremely happy as she might. I must go and have 
a talk with her.” 

“Look here, Blanche,” cried the young man, 
angrily, ‘if you say a word to her about what we 
have been speaking of, ’U—_—” 

“What will you do?” said the young lady, 
sweetly. 

Morris stood looking at her. He didn’t himself 
know what he would do; and Blanche, bowing to him, 
walked along the deck, and sat down in the steamer 
chair beside Miss Harle, who gave her a very scant 
recognition. 

‘‘Now, you needn’t be so cool and dignified,” said 
the lady. ‘‘ George and I have been talking over the 
matter, and I told him he wasn’t to feel discouraged 
at a first refusal, if he is resolved to have a shop-girl 
for his wife.” 

“What! Mr. Morris and you have been discussing 
me, have you?” 

‘* Is there anything forbidden in that, Miss Earle ? 
You must remember that George and I are very, very 
old friends, old and dear friends. Did you refuse him 
on my account ? I know you like him.” 
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“ Like him ?”’ said Miss Harle, with a fierce light 
in her eyes, as she looked at her tormentor. “Yes, I 
like him, and I'll tell you more than that ;” she bent 
over and added in an intense whisper, “I love him, 
and if you say another word to me about him, or if 
you dare to discuss me with him, I shall go up to 
him where he stands now and accept him. I shall 
say to him, ‘George Morris, I love you.’ Now, if 
you doubt I shall do that, just continue in your 
present style of conversation.” 

Blanche leaned back in the steamer chair and 
turned a trifle pale. Then she laughed, that irritating 
little laugh of hers, and said, ‘‘ Really I did not 
think it had gone so far as that. Tl bid you good 
morning.” 

The moment the chair was vacated, George Morris 
strolled up and sat down on it. 

‘What has that vixen been saying to you?” he 
asked. 

“That vixen,” said Miss Earle, quietly, ‘‘ has been 
telling me that you and she were discussing me 
this morning, and discussing the conversation that 
took place last night.” 

‘Tt is a lie,” said Morris. 

“What is? What I say, or what she said, or what 
she says you said ?” 

‘‘That we were discussing you, or discussing our 
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conversation, is not true. Forgive me for using the 
coarser word. This was how it was; she came up 
to me——” 

‘*My dear Mr. Morris, don’t say a word. I know 
well enough that you would not discuss the matter 
with anybody. I, perhaps, may go so far as to say, 
least of all with her. Still, Mr. Morris, you must 
remember this, that even if you do not lke her 
now——” 

‘* Like her ?” cried Morris; ‘‘ I hate her.” 

““As I was going to say, and it is very hard for me 
to say it, Mr. Morris, you have a duty towards her as 
you—we all have our duties to perform,” said Miss 
Earle, with a broken voice. ‘‘ You must do yours, 
and I must do mine. It may be hard, but it is 
settled. I cannot talk this morning. Excuse me.” 
And she rose and left him sitting there. 

“What in the world does the girl mean? I am 
glad that witch gets off at Queenstown. I believe it 
is she who has mixed everything up. I wish I knew 
what she has been saying.” 

Miss Earle kept very closely to her room that day, 
and in the evening, as they approached the Fastnet 
Light, George Morris was not able to find her to tell 
her of the fact that they had sighted land. He took 
the liberty, however, of scribbling a little note to her, 
which the stewardess promised to deliver. He waited 
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around the foot of the companion-way for an answer. 
The answer came in the person of Miss Katherine 
herself. 

If refusing a man was any satisfaction, it seemed 
as if Miss Katherine Harle had obtained very little 
gratification from it. She looked weary and sad as 
she took the young man’s arm, and her smile as 
she looked up at him had something very pathetic 
in it, as if a word might bring the tears. They sat 
in the chairs and watched the Irish coast. Morris 
pointed out objects here and there, and told her what 
they were. At last, when they went down to supper 
together, he said— 

“We will be at Queenstown some time to-night. 
It will be quite a curious sight in the moonlight. 
Wouldn’t you like to stay up and see it ?” 

“‘T think I would,’ she answered. ‘‘I take so few 
ocean voyages that I wish to get all the nautical 
experiences possible.” 

The young man looked at her sharply, then he 
said— 

“Well, the stop at Queenstown is one of the 
experiences. May I send the steward to rap at your 
door when the engine stops ?” 

‘Oh, I shall stay up in the saloon until that 
time ?” 

“It may be a little late. It may be as late as 

H 
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one or two o'clock in the morning. We can’t tell. 
I should think the best thing for you to do would 
be to take a rest until the time comes. I think, 
Miss Earle, you need it.” 

It was a little after twelve o’clock when the engine 
stopped. The saloon was dimly lighted, and porters 
were hurrying to and fro, getting up the baggage 
which belonged to those who were going to get off 
at Queenstown. The night was very still, and rather 
cold. The lights of Queenstown could be seen here 
and there along the semi-circular range of hills on 
which the town stood. Passengers who were to land 
stood around the deck well muffled up, and others 
who had come to bid them good-bye were talking 
sleepily with them. Morris was about to send the 
steward to Miss Harle’s room, when that young lady 
herself appeared. There was something spiritlike 
about her, wrapped in her long cloak, as she walked 
through the half-darkness to meet George Morris. 

“IT was just going to send for you,” he said. 

**T did not sleep any,” was the answer, ‘“‘and the 
moment the engine stopped I knew we were there. 
Shall we go on deck ?” 

“Yes,” he said, ‘‘ but come away from the crowd,” 
and with that he led her towards the stern of the 
boat. For a moment Miss Harle seemed to hold 
back, but finally she walked along by his side firmly 
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to where they had stood the night before. With 
seeming intention Morris tried to take his place 
beside her, but Miss Earle, quietly folding her cloak 
around her, stood on the opposite side of the flag- 
pole, and, as if there should be no forgetfulness on 
his part, she reached up her hand and laid it against 
the staff. 

‘“‘She evidently meant what she said,” thought 
Morris to himself, with a sigh, as he watched the 
low, dim outlines of the hills around Queenstown 
Harbour, and the twinkling lights here and there. 

‘That is the tender coming now,” he said, pointing 
to the red and green lights of the approaching boat. 
‘‘ How small it looks beside our monster steamship.” 

Miss Earle shivered. 

‘I pity the poor folks who have to get up at this 
hour of the night and go ashore. I should a great 
deal rather go back to my state-room.” 

‘‘ Well, there is one passenger I am not sorry for,” 
said Morris, ‘‘ and that is the young woman who has, 
I am afraid, been saying something to you which 
has made you deal more harshly with me than per- 
haps you might otherwise have done. I wish you 
would tell me what she said ?” 

‘She has said nothing,’ murmured Miss Earle, 
with a sigh, ‘‘ but what you yourself have confirmed. 
I do not pay much attention to what she says.” 
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‘‘ Well, you don’t pay much attention to what I 
say either,” he replied. ‘‘ However, as I say, there 
is one person I am not sorry for ; I even wish it were 
raining. Iam very revengeful, you see.” 

“T do not know that I am very sorry for her 
myself,” replied Miss Earle, frankly; “but I am 
sorry for her poor old father, who hasn’t appeared 
in the saloon a single day except the first. He has 
been sick the entire voyage.” 

‘Her father?” cried Morris, with a rising inflection 
in his voice. 

“ Certainly.” 

“Why, bless my soul! Her father has been dead 
for ages and ages.” 

‘«Then who is the old man she is with ?” 

“Old man! It would do me good to have her 
hear you call him the old man. Why, that is her 
husband.” 

‘‘ Her husband!” echoed Miss Earle, with wide 
open eyes. “I thought he was her father.” 

“Oh, not at all. It is true, as you know, that I 
was engaged to the young lady, and I presume if 
I had become a partner in our firm sooner we would 
have been married. But that was a longer time 
coming than suited my young lady’s convenience, 
and so she threw me over with as little ceremony 
as you would toss a penny to a beggar, and she 
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married this old man for his wealth, I presume. I 
don’t see exactly why she should take a fancy to 
him otherwise. I felt very cut up about it, of course, 
and I thought if I took this voyage I would at least 
be rid for a while of the thought of her. They are 
now on their wedding trip. That is the reason your 
steamer chair was broken, Miss Earle. Here I 
came on board an ocean steamer to get rid of the 
sight or thought of a certain woman, and to find that 
I was penned up with that woman, even if her aged 
husband was with her, for eight or nine days, was 
too much for me. So I raced up the deck and tried 
to get ashore. I didn’t succeed in that, but I did 
succeed in breaking your chair.” 

Miss Earle was evidently very much astonished 
at this revelation, but she said nothing. After 
waiting in vain for her to speak, Morris gazed off 
at the dim shore. When he looked around he noticed 
that Miss Earle was standing on his side of the flag- 
staff. There was no longer a barrier between them. 


SEVENTH DAY. 


Ir George Morris were asked to say which day of all 
his life had been the most thoroughly enjoyable, he 
would probably have answered that the seventh of his 
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voyage from New York to Liverpool was the red-letter 
day of his life. The sea was as calm as it was possible 
for a sea to be. The sun shone bright and warm. 
Towards the latter part of the day they saw the 
mountains of Wales, which, from the steamer’s deck, 
seemed but a low range of hills. It did not detract 
from Morris’s enjoyment to know that Mrs. Blanche 
was now on the troubleless island of Ireland, and 
that he was sailing over this summer sea with the 
lady who, the night before, had promised to be his 
wife. ; 

During the day Morris and Katherine sat together 
on the sunny side of the ship looking at the Welsh 
coast. Their books lay unread on the rug, and there 
were long periods of silences between them. 

“T don’t believe,” said Morris, ‘that anything 
could be more perfectly delightful than this. I wish 
the shaft would break.” 

“‘T hope it won't,” answered the young lady; ‘the 
chances are you would be as cross as-a bear before 
two days had gone past, and would want to go off in 
a small boat.” 

“Oh, I should be quite willing to go off in a small 
boat if you would come with me. I would do that 
now.” 

“Tam very comfortable where I am,” answered Miss 
Katherine. ‘1 know when to let well enough alone.” 
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‘And I don’t, I suppose you mean?” 

“Well, if you wanted to change this perfectly 
delightful day for any other day, or this perfectly 
luxurious and comfortable mode of travel for any 
other method, I should suspect you of not letting well 
enough alone.” 

““T have to admit,” said George, ‘that I am com- 
pletely and serenely happy. The only thing that 
bothers me is that to-night we shall be in Liverpool. 
I wish this hazy and dreamy weather could last for 
ever, and Iam sure I could stand two extra days of 
it going just as we are now. I think with regret 
of how much of this voyage we have wasted.” 

‘Oh, you think it was wasted, do you?” 

** Well, wasted as compared with this sort of life. 
This seems to me like a rest after a long chase.” 

“Up the deck?” asked the young lady, smiling at 
him. 

‘“Now, see here,” said Morris, ‘‘we may as well 
understand this first as last, that unfortunate up-the- 
deck chase has to be left out of our future life. Iam 
not going to be twitted about that race every time a 
certain young lady takes a notion to have a sort of 
joke upon me.” 

“That was no joke, George. It was the most 
serious race you ever ran in your life. You were 
running away from one woman, and, poor blind 
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young man, you ran right in the arms of another. 
The danger you have run into is ever so much greater 
than the one you were running away from.” 

“Oh, I realise that,” said the young man, lightly ; 
‘that’s what makes me so solemn to-day, you know.” 
His hand stole under the steamer rugs and im- 
prisoned her own. 

“T am afraid people will notice that,” she said 
quietly. 

“Well, let them; Idon’t care. I don’t know any- 
body on board this ship, anyhow, except you, and if 
you realised how very little I care for their opinions 
you would not try to withdraw your hand.” 

“T am not trying very hard,” answered the young 
woman; and then there was another long silence. 
Finally she continued— 

“‘Tam going to take the steamer chair and do it 
up in ribbons when I get ashore.” 

“IT am afraid it will not be a very substantial 
chair, no matter what you do with it. It will be a 
trap for those who sit in it.” 

** Are you speaking of your own experience ?” 

“No, of yours.” 

“George,” she said, after a long pause, “did you 
like her very much?” 

“Her?” exclaimed the young man, surprised. 
“eV LEO e 
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“Why, the young lady you ran away from. You 
know very well whom I mean.” 

‘Like her? Why, I hate her.” 

“Yes, perhaps you do now. But I am asking of 
former years. How long were you engaged to her?” 

‘‘Hingaged? Let me see, I have been engaged 
just about—well, not twenty-four hours yet. I was 
never engaged before. I thought I was, but I wasn’t 
really.” 

Miss Earle shook her head. ‘‘ You must have 
liked her very much,” she said, ‘‘or you never would 
haye proposed marriage to her. You would never 
have been engaged to her. You never would have 
felt so badly when she ip 

“Oh, say it out,” said George, “‘jilted me, that is 
the word.” 

‘No, that is not the phrase I wanted to use. She 
didn’t really jilt you, you know. It was because you 
didn’t have, or thought you didn’t have, money 
enough. She would like to be married to you to-day.” 

George shuddered. 

“T wish,” he said, “that you wouldn’t mar a 
perfect day by a horrible suggestion.” 

“The suggestion would not have been so horrible 





a month ago.” 
‘My dear girl,” said Morris, rousing himself up, 
‘it?s a subject that I do not care much to talk about, 
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but all young men, or reasonably young men, make 
mistakes in their lives. That was my mistake. My 
great luck was that it was discovered in time. As 
a general thing, affairs in this world are admirably 
planned, but it does seem to me a great mistake that 
young people have to choose companions for life at 
an age when they really haven’t the judgment to 
choose a house and lot. Now, confess yourself, I 
am not your first lover, am 1?” 

Miss Earle looked at him for a moment before 
replying. 

‘“You remember,” she said, ‘that once you spoke 
of not having to incriminate yourself. You refused 
to answer a question I asked you on that ground. 
Now, I think this is a case in which I would be quite 
justified in refusing to answer. If I told you that 
you were my first lover, you would perhaps be man- 
like enough to think that after all you had only taken 
what nobody else had expressed a desire for. A man 
does not seem to value anything unless some one else 
is struggling for it.” 

“Why, what sage and valuable ideas you have 
about men, haven’t you, my dear?” 

“Well, you can’t deny but what there is truth in 
them.” 

“‘T not only can, but Ido. On behalf of my fellow 
men, and on behalf of myself, I deny it.” 
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‘‘Then, on the other hand,” she continued, “if I 
confessed to you that I did have half a score or half 
a dozen of lovers, you would perhaps think I had 
been jilting somebody or had been jilted. So you 
see, taking it all in, and thinking the matter over, 
I shall refuse to answer your question.” 

“Then you will not confess ? ” 

‘Yes, I shall confess. I have been wanting to 
confess to you for some little time, and have felt 
guilty because I did not do so.” 

‘‘T am prepared to receive the confession,” replied 
the young man, lazily, ‘and to grant absolution.” 

‘‘ Well, you talk a great deal about America and 
about Americans, and talk as if you were proud of 
the country, and of its ways, and of its people.” 

‘‘ Why, I am,” answered the young man. 

“Very well, then; according to your creed one 
person is just as good as another.” 

‘Oh, I don’t say that, I don’t hold that for a 
moment. I don’t think I am as good as you, for 
instance.” 

‘But what I mean is this, that one’s occupation 
does not necessarily give one a lower station than 
another. If that is not your belief then you are not 
a true American, that is all.” 

‘‘Well, yes, that is my belief. I will admit I 
believe all that. What of it?” 


108 IN A STEAMER CHAIR. 


“What of it? There is this of it. You are the 
junior partner of a large establishment in New 
York ?” 

‘‘ Nothing criminal in that, is there?” 

“Oh, I don’t put it as an accusation, I am merely 
stating the fact. You admit the fact, of course?” 

“Yes. The fact is admitted, and marked ‘ Exhibit 
A,’ and placed in evidence. Now, what next ?” 

“In the same establishment there was a young 
woman who sold ribbons to all comers ? ” 

“Yes, [admit that also, and the young lady’s name 
was Miss Katherine Earle.” 

“Oh, you knew it, then?” 

“Why, certainly I did.” 

“You knew it before you proposed to me.” 

“Oh, I seem to have known that fact for years and 
years.” 

“She told it to you.” 

“She? What she?” 

“You know very well who I mean, George. She 
told it to you, didn’t she ?” 

“Why, don’t you think I remembered you—re- 
membered seeing you there ?” 

“I know very well you did not. You may have 
seen me there, but you did not remember me. The 
moment I spoke to you on the deck that day in the 
broken chair, I saw at once you did not remember 
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me; and there is very little use of your trying to 
pretend you thought of it afterwards. She told it 
to you, didn’t she ?” 

“Now, look here, Katherine, it isn’t I who am 
making a confession, it is you. It is not customary 
for a penitent to cross-examine the father confessor 
in that style.” 

“Tt does not make any difference whether you con- 
fess or not, George ; I shall always know she told you 
that. After all, I wish she had left it for me to tell. 
I believe I dislike that woman very much.” 

‘Shake hands, Kate, over that. SodoI. Now, 
my dear, tell me what she told you.” 

“Then she did tell you that, did she ?”’ 

“Why, if you are so sure of it without my 
admitting it, why do you ask again ?” 

“‘T suppose because I wanted to make doubly 
sure.” 

‘Well, then, assurance is doubly sure. I admit 
she did.” 

‘‘ And you listened to her, George ?” said Katherine, 
reproachfully. 

‘Listened ? Why, of course I did. I couldn’t 
help myself. She said it before I knew what she 
was going to say. She didn’t give me the chance 
that your man had in that story you were speaking 
of I said something that irritated her, and she out 
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with it at once, as if it had been a crime on your 
part. I did not look on it in that light, and don’t 
now. Anyhow, you are not going back to the ribbon 
counter.” 

‘“No,” answered the young lady, with a sigh, 
looking dreamily out into the hazy distance. ‘‘ No, 
I am not.” 

“At least, not that side of the counter,” said 
George. 

She looked at him for a moment, as if she did not 
understand him; then she laughed lightly. 

“Now,” said Morris, ‘‘I have done most of the 
confession on this confession of yours. Supposing 
I make a confession, and ask you to tell me what 
she told you.” 

‘Well, she told me that you were a very fascinating 
young man,” answered Katherine, with a sigh. 

* Really. And did after-acquaintance corroborate 
that statement ?” 

“T never had occasion to tell her she was mis- 
taken.” 

“What else did she say? Didn’t mention any- 
thing about my prospects or financial standing in 
any way?” 

“No; we did not touch on that subject.” 

**Come, now, you cannot evade the question. What 
else did she say to you about me ?” 
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“TI don’t know that it is quite right to tell you, 
but I suppose I may. She said that you were en- 
gaged to her.” 

‘** Had been.” 

‘*No, were.” 

“Oh, that’s it. She did not tell you she was on 
her wedding tour ?” 

‘** No, she did not.” 

‘And didn’t you speak to her about her father 
being on board?” 

Katherine laughed her low, enjoyable laugh. 

“Yes,” she said, ‘“‘I did, and I did not think till 
this moment of how flustered she looked. But she 
recovered her lost ground with a great deal of 
dexterity.” 

‘* By George, I should like to have heard that! I 
am avenged !” 

‘‘ Well, so is she,” was the answer. 

‘* How is that?” 

‘“You are engaged to me, are you not?” 

Before George could make any suitable reply to 
this bit of humbug, one of the officers of the ship 
stopped before them. 

“Well,” he said, “I am afraid we shall not see 
Liverpool to-night.” 

‘Really. Why?” asked George. 

‘This haze is settling down into a fog. It will 
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be as thick as pea-soup before an hour. I expect 
there will be a good deal of grumbling among the 
passengers.” 

As he walked on, George said to Katherine, 
“There are two passengers who won't grumble any, 
will they, my dear?” 

‘‘T know one who won't,” she answered. 

The fog grew thicker and thicker ; the vessel slowed 
down, and finally stopped, sounding every now and 
then its mournful, timber-shaking whistle. 


EIGHTH DAY. 


On the afternoon of the eighth day George Morris 
and Katherine Earle stood together on the deck of 
the tender, looking back at the huge steamship which 
they had just left. 

“When we return,” he said, “I think we shall 
choose this ship.” 

“Return ?” she answered, looking at him. 

“Why, certainly; we are going back, are we not?” 

“Dear me,” she replied, ‘‘I had not thought of 
that. You see, when I left America I did not intend 
to go back.” 

“Did you not? I thought you were only over 
here for the trip.” 
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“Oh no. I told you I came on business, not on 
pleasure.” 

‘And did you intend to stay over here ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Why, that’s strange ; I never thought of that.” 

“It is strange, too,” said Katherine, ‘“ that I never 
thought of going back.” 

“‘And—and,” said the young man, “ won't you 
go?” 

She pressed his arm, and stood motionless. 

«Where thou goest, I will go. Thy people shall 
be my people.’ ” 

“That’s a quotation, I suppose ?” said George. 

«Tt is,” answered Katherine. 

“Well, you see, as I told you, I am not very well 
read up on the books of the day.” 

“*T don’t know whether you would call that one of 
the books of the day or not,” said Katherine; ‘it is 
from the Bible.” 

“‘Oh,” answered the other. ‘‘I believe, Kate, you 
will spend the rest of your life laughing at me.” 

“Oh no,” said the young lady, “I always thought 
I was fitted for missionary life. Now, look what a 
chance I have.” 

“You have taken a big contract, I admit.” 

They had very little trouble with their luggage. 
It is true that the English officials looked rather 
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searchingly in Katherine’s trunk for dynamite, but, 
their fears being allayed in that direction, the trunks 
were soon chalked and on the back of a stout porter, 
who transferred them to the top of a cab. 

“‘T tell you what it is,” said George, “it takes an 
American Custom-house official to make the average 
American feel ashamed of his country.” 

“Why, I did not think there was anything over 
there that could make you feel ashamed of your 
country. You are such a thorough-going American.” 

‘Well, the Customs officials in New York have a 
knack of making a person feel that he belongs to no 
place on earth.” 

They drove to the big Liverpool hotel which ig 
usually frequented by Americans who land in that 
city, and George spent the afternoon in attending 
to business in Liverpool, which he said he did not 
expect to have to look after when he left America, 
but which he desired very much to get some infor- 
mation about. 

Katherine innocently asked if she could be of any 
assistance to him, and he replied that she might later 
on, but not at the present state of proceedings. 

In the evening they went to a theatre together, 
and took a long route back to the hotel. 

“Tt isn’t a very pretty city,” said Miss Earle. 

“Oh, I think you are mistaken,” replied . her 
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lover. “To me it is the most beautiful city in the 
world.” 

“Do you really mean that?” she said, looking at 
him with surprise. 

“Yes, I do. It is the first city through which 
I have walked with the lady who is to be my 
wife.” 

‘Oh, indeed,” remarked the lady who was to be 
his wife, ‘‘and have you never walked with——”’ 

‘Now, see here,” said Morris, “that subject is 
barred out. We left all those allusions on the steamer. 
I say I am walking now with the lady who is to be 
my wife. I think that statement of the case is 
perfectly correct, is it not?” 

‘‘T believe it is rather more accurate than the 
average statement of the average American.” 

‘“‘Now, Katherine,” he said, “‘do you know what 
information I have been looking up since I have 
been in Liverpool ?”’ 

“‘T haven’t the slightest idea,’ she _ said. 
‘¢ Property ?”’ 

‘No, not property.” 

‘Looking after your baggage, probably ?”’ 

‘‘ Well, I think you have got it this time. I was 
looking after my baggage. Iwas trying to find out 
how and when we could get married.” 

66 Oh ! ” 
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“Yes, oh! Does that shock you? I find they 
have some idiotic arrangement by which a person 
has to live here three months before he can be 
married, although I was given some hope that, by 
paying for it, a person could get a special licence. 
If that is the case, I am going to have a special 
licence to-morrow.” 

“Indeed ?” 

“Yes, indeed. Then we can be married at the 
hotel.” 

*‘And don’t you think, George, that I might have 
something to say about that?” 

“Oh, certainly! I intended to talk with you 
about it. Of course I am talking with you now on 
that subject. You admitted the possibility of our 
getting married. I believe I had better get you to 
put it down in writing, or have you say it before 
witnesses, or something of that sort.” 

“‘ Well, I shouldn’t like to be married in a hotel.’ 

“In a church, then? I suppose I can make 
arrangements that will include a church. A parson 
will marry us. That parson, if he is the right sort, 
will have a church. It stands to reason, therefore, 
that if we give him the contract he will give us the 
use of his church, quid pro quo, you know.” 

‘Don’t talk flippantly, please. I think it better 
to wait until to-morrow, George, before you do any- 
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thing rash. I want to see something of the country. 
I want us to take a little journey together to-morrow, 
and then, out in the country, not in this grimy, sooty 
city, we will make arrangements for our marriage.” 

“All right, my dear. Where do you intend to 
go?” 

“While you have been wasting your time in 
getting information relating to matrimony, I have 
been examining time-tables. Where I want to go 
is two or three hours’ ride from here. We can take 
one of the morning trains, and when we get to the 
place I will allow you to hire a conveyance, and 
we will have a real country drive. Will you go 
with me?” 

“Will 12 You better believe I will. But you 
see, Katherine, I want to get married as soon as 
possible. Then we can take a little trip on the 
Continent before it is time for us to go back to 
America. You have never been on the Continent, 
have you?” 

as Never.” 

‘Well, I am very glad of that. I shall be your 
guide, philosopher, and friend, and, added to that, 
your husband.” 

‘‘ Very well, we will arrange all that on our little 
excursion to-morrow.” 
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NINTH DAY. 


Sprina in England—and one of those perfect spring 
days in which all rural England looks like a garden. 
The landscape was especially beautiful to American 
eyes, after the more rugged views of Transatlantic 
scenery. The hedges were closely clipped, the fields 
of the deepest green, and the hills far away were 
blue and hazy in the distance. 

‘‘There is no getting over the fact,” said Morris, 
“that this is the prettiest country in the whole 
world.” 

During most of the journey Katherine Earle sat 
back in her corner of the first-class compartment, 
and gazed silently out of the flying windows. She 
seemed too deeply impressed with the beauty of 
the scene to care for conversation even with the 
man she was to marry. At last they stopped at 
a pretty little rural station, with the name of the 
place done in flowers of vivid colour that stood out 
against the brown of the earth around them and 
the green turf which formed the sloping bank. 

“Now,” said George, as they stood on the plat- 
form, ‘‘ whither away? Which direction ?” 

‘“‘T want to see,” said she, ‘‘a real, genuine, old 
English country home.” 
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“A castle?” 

‘“No, not a castle.” 

“Oh, I know what you want. Something like 
Haddon Hall, or that sort of thing. An old manor 
house. Well, wait a minute, and I'll talk to the 
station-master, and find out all there is about this 
part of the country.” 

And before she could stop him, he had gone to 
make his inquiry of that official. Shortly after he 
came back with a list of places that were worth 
seeing, which he named. 

‘*Holmwood House,” she repeated. ‘‘Let us see 
that. How far is it?” 

George again made inquiries, and found that it 
was about eight miles away. The station-master 
assured him that the road thither was one of the 
prettiest drives in the whole country. 

‘Now, what kind of a conveyance will you have? 
There are four-wheeled cabs, and there is even a 
hansom to be had. Will you have two horses or 
one, and will you have a coachman?” 

‘‘None of these,” she said, “if you can get some- 
thing you can drive yourself—I suppose you are 
a driver ?” 

‘‘Oh, I have driven a buggy.” 

‘“Well, get some sort of conveyance that we can 
both sit in while you drive.” 
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‘But don’t you think we will get lost?” 

‘‘We can inquire the way,” she said, ‘‘and if we 
do get lost, it won’t matter. I want to have a long 
talk with you before we reach the place.” 

They crossed the railway by a bridge over the line, 
and descended into a valley along which the road 
wound. 

The outfit which George had secured was a neat 
little cart made of wood in the natural colour and 
varnished, and a trim little pony, which looked 
ridiculously small for two grown people, and yet 
was, as George afterwards said, ‘‘as tough as a 
pine knot.” 

The pony trotted merrily along, and needed no 
urging. George doubtless was a good driver, but 
whatever talents he had in that line were not 
brought into play. The pony was a treasure that 
had apparently no bad qualities. For a long time 
the two in the cart rode along the smooth highway 
silently, until at last Morris broke out with— 

“Oh, see here! This is not according to con- 
tract. You said you wanted a long talk, and now 
you are complacently saying nothing.” 

**T do not know exactly how to begin.” 

‘Ts it so serious as all that?” 

“Tt is not serious exactly—it is merely, as it were, 
a continuation of the confession.” 
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“T thought we were through with that long ago. 
Are there any more horrible revelations ?” 

She looked at him with something like reproach 
in her eyes. 

“Tf you are going to talk flippantly, I think I will 
postpone what I have to say until another time.” 

*“My dear Kate, give a man a chance. He can’t 
reform in a moment. I never had my flippancy 
checked before. Now then, I am serious again. 
What appalling—I mean—you see how difficult it 
is, Katherine—I mean, what serious subject shall 
we discuss ?” 

“Some other time.” 

*“No—now. I insist on it. Otherwise I will know 
IT am unforgiven.” 

“There is nothing to forgive. I merely wanted 
to tell you something more than you know about 
my own history.” 

“‘T know more now than that man in the story.” 

*“He did not object to the knowledge, you know. 
He objected to receiving it from a third person. 
Now I am not a third person, am I?” 

“‘TIndeed, you are not. You are first person 
singular—at present—the first person to me at 
least. There, I am afraid I have dropped into 
flippancy again.” 

‘That is not flippancy. That is very nice.” 
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The interval shall be unreported. 

At last Katherine said quietly, ‘‘My mother came 
from this part of England.” 

“Ah! That is why you wanted to come here.” 

“That is why I wanted to come here. She was 
her father’s only daughter, and, strange to say, he 
was very fond of her, and proud of her.” 

“Why strange?” 

“Strange from his action for years after. She 
married against his will, He never forgave her. 
My father did not seem to have the knack of getting 
along in the world, and he moved to America in 
the hope of bettering his condition. He did not 
better it. My father died ten years ago, a pre- 
maturely broken down man, and my mother and 
I struggled along as best we could until she died 
two years ago. My grandfather returned her letter 
unopened when mother wrote to him ten years ago, 
although the letter had a black border around it. 
When I think of her I find it hard to forgive him, 
so I suppose some of his nature has been transmitted 
to me.” 

‘‘Find it hard? Katherine, if you were not an 
angel you would find it impossible.” 

‘‘Well, there is nothing more to tell, or at least, 
not much. I thought you should know this. I 
intended to tell you that last day on shipboard, 
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but it seemed to me that here was where it should 
be told—among the hills and valleys that she saw 
when she was my age.” 

‘Katherine, my dear, do not think about it any 
more than you can help. It will only uselessly 
depress you. Here is a man coming. Let us find 
out now whether we have lost our way or not.” 

They had. 

Eyen after that they managed to get up some 
wrong lanes and byways, and took several wrong 
turnings ; but by means of inquiry from every one 
they met, they succeeded at last in reaching the 
place they were in search of. 

There was an old and grey porter’s lodge, and 
an old and grey gateway, with two tall, moss-grown 
stone pillars, and an iron gate between them. On 
the top of the pillars were crumbled stone shields, 
seemingly held in place by a lion on each pillar. 

“Ts this Holmwood House?” asked Morris of 
the old and grey man who came out of the porter’s 
lodge. 

‘Yes, sir, it be,” replied the man. 

‘“‘ Are visitors permitted to see the house and the 
grounds ?”’ 

‘‘No, they be’ant,” was the answer. “Visitors 
were allowed on Saturdays in the old Squire’s time, 
but since he died they tell me the estate is in the 
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courts, and we have orders from the London lawyers 
to let nobody in.” 

“T can make it worth your while,” said George, 
feeling in his vest pocket; ‘‘ this lady would like to 
see the house.” 

The old man shook his head, even although George 
showed him a gold piece between his finger and 
thumb. Morris was astonished at this, for he had 
the mistaken belief which all Americans have, that 
a tip in Europe, if it is only large enough, will 
accomplish anything. 

“JT think perhaps I can get permission,’ said 
Katherine, ‘‘if you will let me talk a while to the 
old man.” 

“All right. Go ahead,” said George. ‘‘I believe 
you could wheedle anybody into doing what he 
shouldn’t do.” 

“Now, after saying that, I shall not allow you to 
listen. I shall step down and talk with him a 
moment and you can drive on for a little distance, 
and come back.” 

‘Oh, that’s all right,” said George, ‘‘ I know how 
it is. You don’t want to give away the secret of 
your power. Be careful, now, in stepping down. 
This is not an American buggy,” but before he had 
finished the warning, Katherine had jumped lightly 
on the gravel, and stood waiting for him to drive 
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on. When he came back he found the iron gates 
open. 

*T shall not get in again,” she said. ‘‘ You 
may leave the pony with this man, George, he will 
take care of it. We can walk up the avenue to the 
house.” 

After a short walk under the spreading old oaks 
they came in sight of the house, which was of red 
brick and of the Elizabethan style of architecture. 

“T am rather disappointed with that,” said 
George, ‘‘I always thought old English homesteads 
were of stone.” 

‘Well, this one at least is of brick, and I imagine 
you will find a great many of them are of the same 
material.” 

They met with further opposition from the house- 
keeper who came to the door which the servant had 
opened after the bell was rung. 

She would allow nobody in the house, she said. 
As for Giles, if he allowed people on the grounds 
that was his own look-out, but she had been for- 
bidden by the lawyers to allow anybody in the house, 
and she had let nobody in, and she wasn’t going to 
let anybody in. 

‘Shall I offer her a tip?” asked George, in a 
whisper. 

“No, don’t do that.” 
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“You can’t wheedle her like you did the old man, 
you know. A woman may do a great deal with a 
man, but when she meets another woman she 
meets her match. You women know each other, 
you know.” 

Meanwhile the housekeeper, who had been about 
to shut the door, seemed to pause and regard the 
young lady with a good deal of curiosity. Her 
attention had before that time been taken up with 
the gentleman. 

‘Well, I shall walk to the end of the terrace, and 
give you a chance to try your wiles. But I am 
ready to bet ten dollars that you don’t succeed.” 

“T’ll take you,” answered the young lady. 

“Yes, you said you would that night on the 
steamer.” 

“Oh, that’s a very good way of getting out of a 
hopeless bet.” 

“IT am ready to make the bet all right enough, 
but I know you haven’t a ten-dollar bill about you.” 

‘“‘Well, that is very true, for I have changed all 
my money to English currency; but I am willing 
to bet its equivalent.” 

Morris walked to the end of the terrace. When 
he got back he found that the door of the house was 
as wide open as the gates of the park had been. 

‘There is something uncanny about all this,” he 


IN A STEAMER CHAIR. 127 


said. ‘I am just beginning to see that you have 
a most dangerous power of fascination. I could 
understand it with old Giles, but I must admit that 
I thought the stern housekeeper would——” 

‘“‘My dear George,” interrupted Katherine, “almost 
anything can be accomplished with people, if you 
only go about it the right way.” 

‘‘ Now, what is there to be seen in this house?” 

** All that there is to be seen about any old English 
house. I thought, perhaps, you might be interested 
in it.” 

“Oh, Iam. But I mean, isn’t there any notable 
things? For instance, 1 was in Haddon Hall once, 
and they showed me the back stairway where a fair 
lady had eloped with her lover. Have they anything 
of that kind to show here ?” 

Miss Earle was silent for a few moments. ‘“ Yes,” 
she said, ‘“‘ I am afraid they have.” 

“ Afraid? Why, that is perfectly delightful. Did 
the young lady of the house elope with her lover?” 

‘‘Oh, don’t talk in that way, George,” she said. 
‘* Please don’t.” 

‘Well, I won’t, if you say so. I admit those little 
episodes generally turn out badly. Still you must 
acknowledge that they add a great interest to an old 
house of the Elizabethan age like this ?” 

Miss Earle was silent. They had, by this time, 
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gone up the polished stairway, which was dimly 
lighted by a large window of stained glass. 

““Here we are in the portrait hall,” said Miss 
Earle. ‘ There is a picture here that I have never 
seen, although I have heard of it, and I want to see 
it. Where is it?” she asked, turning to the house- 
keeper, who had been following them up the stairs. 

“‘This way, my lady,” answered the housekeeper, 
as she brought them before a painting completely 
concealed by a dark covering of cloth. 

“Why is it covered in that way? To keep the 
dust from it ?” 

The housekeeper hesitated for a moment; then 
she said— 

“The old Squire, my lady, put that on when she 
left, and it has never been taken off since.” 

“Then take it off at once,” demanded Katherine 
Earle, in a tone that astonished Morris. 

The housekeeper, who was too dignified to take 
down the covering herself, went to find the servant, 
but Miss Earle, with a gesture of impatience, grasped 
the cloth and tore it from its place, revealing the 
fall-length portrait of a young lady. 

Morris looked at the portrait in astonishment, and 
then at the girl by his side. 

‘Why, Katherine,” he cried, “it is your picture!” 

The young lady was standing with her hands 
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tightly clenched and her lips quivering with nervous 
excitement. There were tears in her eyes, and she 
did not answer her lover for a moment; then ghe 
said— 

“No, it is not my picture. This is a portrait of 
my mother.” 


MRS. TREMAIN. 


* And Woman, with a flaming torch, 
Sings, heedless, in a powder-mine. 
Her careless smiles they warp and scorch 
Man’s heart, as fire the pine. 
Cuts keener than the thrust of lance 
Her glance.” 


Tue trouble about this story is that it really has no 
ending. Taking an ocean voyage is something like 
picking up an interesting novel, and reading a chapter 
in the middle of it. The passenger on a big steamer 
gets glimpses of other people’s lives, but he doesn’t 
know what the beginning was, nor what the ending 
will be. 

The last time I saw Mrs. Tremain she was looking 
over her shoulder and smiling at Glendenning as she 
walked up the gangway plank at Liverpool, hanging 
affectionately on the arm of her husband. I said to 
myself at the time, ‘‘ You silly little handsome idiot, 
Lord only knows what trouble you will cause before 
flirting has lost its charm for you.” Personally I 
would like to have shoved Glendenning off the gang- 
way plank into the dark Mersey ; but that would have 
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been against the laws of the country on which we 
were then landing. 

Mrs. Tremain was a woman whom other women 
did not like, and whom men did. Glendenning was 
a man that the average man detested, but he was 
a great favourite with the ladies. 

I shall never forget the sensation Mrs. Tremain 
caused when she first entered the saloon of our 
steamer. I wish I were able to describe accurately 
just how she was dressed; for her dress, of course, 
had a great deal to do with her appearance, notwith- 
standing the fact that she was one of the loveliest 
women I ever sawin my life. But it would require 
a woman to describe her dress with accuracy, and 
I am afraid any woman who was on board the 
steamer that trip would decline to help me. Women 
were in the habit of sniffing when Mrs. Tremain’s 
name was mentioned. Much can be expressed by 
a woman’s sniff. All that I can say about Mrs. Tre- 
main’s dress is that it was of some dark material, 
brightly shot with threads of gold, and that she had 
looped in some way over her shoulders and around 
her waist a very startlingly coloured silken scarf, while 
over her hair was thrown a black lace arrangement 
that reached down nearly to her feet, giving her 
a half-Spanish appearance. A military-looking gen- 
tleman, at least twice her age, was walking beside 
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her. He was as grave and sober as she appeared 
light and frivolous, and she walked by his side with 
a peculiar elastic step, that seemed hardly to touch 
the carpet, laughing and talking to him just as if 
fifty pair of eyes were not riveted upon her as the 
pair entered. Everybody thought her a Spanish 
woman; but, as it turned out afterward, she was 
of Spanish-Mexican-American origin, and whatever 
beauty there is in those three nationalities seemed to 
be blended in some subtle, perfectly indescribable 
way in the face and figure of Mrs. Tremain. 

The grave military-looking gentleman at her side 
was Captain Tremain, her husband, although in 
reality he was old enough to be her father. He was 
a captain in the United States army, and had been 
stationed at some fort near the Mexican border where 
he met the young girl whom he made his wife. She 
had seen absolutely nothing of the world, and they 
were now on their wedding trip to Hurope, the first 
holiday he had taken for many a year. 

In an incredibly short space of time Mrs. Tremain 
was the acknowledged belle of the ship. She could 
not have been more than nineteen or twenty years 
of age, yet she was as perfectly at her ease, and as 
thoroughly a lady as if she had been accustomed to 
palaces and castles for years. It was astonishing to 
see how naturally she took to it. She had lived all 
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her life in a rough village in the wilds of the South- 
West, yet she had the bearing of a duchess or a queen. 

The second day out she walked the deck with the 
captain, which, as everybody knows, is a very great 
honour. She always had a crowd of men around 
her, and apparently did not care the snap of her 
pretty fingers whether a woman on board spoke to 
her or not. Her husband was one of those slow- 
going, sterling men whom you meet now and again, 
with no nonsense about him, and with a perfect trust 
in his young wife. He was delighted to see her 
enjoying her voyage so well, and proud of the uni- 
versal court that was paid to her. It was quite 
evident to everybody on board but himself that Mrs. 
Tremain was a born coquette, and the way she 
could use those dark, languishing, Spanish-Mexican 
eyes of hers was a lesson to flirts all the world over. 
It didn’t, apparently, so much matter as long as her 
smiles were distributed pretty evenly over the whole 
masculine portion of the ship. But by-and-by things 
began to simmer down until the smiles were con- 
centrated on the most utterly objectionable man on 
board—Glendenning. She walked the deck with him, 
she sat in cozy corners of the saloon with him, when 
there were not many people there, and at night they 
placed their chairs in a little corner of the deck where 
the electric light did not shine. One by one the other 
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admirers dropped off, and left her almost entirely to 
Glendenning. 

Of all those of us who were deserted by Mrs. 
Tremain none took it so hard as young Howard of 
Brooklyn. I liked Howard, for he was so palpably and 
irretrievably young, through no fault of his own, and 
so thoroughly ashamed of it. He wished to be 
considered a man of the world, and he had grave 
opinions on great questions, and his opinions were 
ever so much more settled and firm than those of us 
older people. 

Young Howard confided a good deal in me, and 
even went so far one time as to ask if I thought he 
appeared very young, and if I would believe he was 
really as old as he stated. 

Ttold him frankly I had taken him to be a very 
much older man than that, and the only thing about 
him I didn’t like was a certain cynicism and know- 
ledge of the world which didn’t look well ina man who 
ought to be thinking about the serious things of life. 
After this young Howard confided in me even more 
than before. He said that he didn’t care for Mrs. 
Tremain in that sort of way at all. She was simply 
an innocent child, with no knowledge of the world 
whatever, such as he and I possessed. Her husband 
—and in this I quite agreed with him—had two bad 
qualities: in the first place he was too easy going 
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at the present, and in the second place he was one of 
those quiet men who would do something terrible if 
once he were aroused. 

One day, as young Howard and I walked the deck 
together, he burst out with this extraordinary senti- 
ment— 

* All women,” he said, ‘‘ are canting hypocrites.” 

‘When a man says that,’’ I answered, ‘‘he means 
some particular woman. What woman have you in 
your eye, Howard ?” 

“No, I mean all women. All the women on board 
this boat, for instance.” 

**Hixcept one, of course,” I said. 

- “Yes,” he answered, “except one. Look at the 
generality of women,” he cried bitterly; ‘‘ especially 
those who are what they call philanthropic and good. 
They will fuss and mourn over some drunken wretch 
who cannot be reclaimed, and would be no useif he 
could, and they will spend their time and sympathy 
over some creature bedraggled in the slums, whose 
only hope can be death, and that as soon as possible, 
yet not one of them will lift a finger to save a fellow 
creature from going over the brink of ruin. They 
will turn their noses in the air when a word from 
them would do some good, and then they will spend 
their time fussing and weeping over somebody that 
nothing on earth can help.” 
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‘‘Now, Howard,” I said, ‘that’s your cynicism 
which I’ve so often deplored. Come down to plain 
language, and tell me what you mean ?”’ 

“Look at the women on board this steamer,’ he 
cried indignantly. ‘‘There’s pretty little Mrs. 
Tremain, who seems to have become fascinated by 
that scoundrel Glendenning. Any person can see 
what kind of a man he is—any one but an innocent 
child, such as Mrs. Tremain is. Now, no man can 
help. What she needs is some good kindly woman 
to take her by the hand and give her a word of 
warning. Is there a woman on board of this steamer 
who will do it? Not one. They see as plainly as 
any one else how things are drifting; but it takes a 
man who has murdered his wife to get sympathy and 
flowers from the modern so-called lady.” 

“*Didn’t you ever hear of the man, Howard, who 
made a large sum of money, I forget at the moment 
exactly how much, by minding his own business ? ” 

“Oh yes, it’s all very well to talk like that; but I 
would like to pitch Glendenning overboard.” 

‘“‘T admit that it would be a desirable thing to do, 
but if anybody is to do it, it is Captain Tremain and 
not you. Are you a married man, Howard ?”’ 

“No,” answered Howard, evidently very much 
flattered by the question. 

‘Well, you see, a person never can tell on board 
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ship ; but, if you happen to be, it seems to me that 
you wouldn’t care for any outsider to interfere in a 
matter such as we are discussing. At any rate Mrs. 
Tremain is a married woman, and I can’t see what 
interest you should have in her. Take my advice 
and leave her alone, and if you want to start a 
reforming crusade among women, try to convert the 
rest of the ladies of the ship to be more charitable 
and speak the proper word in time.” 

‘You may sneer as much as you like,” answered 
young Howard, ‘‘ but I will tell you what I am going 
to do. ‘Two is company, and three is none’; ’'m 
going to make the third, as far as Mrs. Tremain and 
Glendenning are concerned.” 

“ Supposing she objects to that?” 

“Very likely she will; I don’t care. The voyage 
lasts only a few days longer, and Iam going to make 
the third party at any téte-d-téte.”’ 

‘Dangerous business, Howard; first thing, you 
know, Glendenning will be wanting to throw you 
overboard.” 

“IT would like to see him try it,” said the young 
fellow, clenching his fist. 

And young Howard was as good as his word. It 
was very interesting to an onlooker to see the way 
the different parties took it. Mrs. Tremain seemed 
to be partly amused with the boy, and think it all 
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rather good fun. Glendenning scowled somewhat, 
and tried to be silent; but, finding that made no 
particular difference, began to make allusions to the 
extreme youth of young Howard, and seemed to try 
to provoke him, which laudable intention, to young 
Howard’s great credit, did not succeed. 

One evening I came down the forward narrow 
staircase, that leads to the long corridor running 
from the saloon, and met, under the electric light at 
the foot, Mrs. Tremain, young Howard, and Glen- 
denning. They were evidently about to ascend the 
stairway ; but, seeing me come down, they paused, and 
I stopped for a moment to have a chat with them, 
and see how things were going on. 

Glendenning said, addressing me, ‘‘ Don’t you think 
it’s time for children to be in bed?” 

“Tf you mean me,” I answered, ‘‘I am just on 
my way there.” 

Mrs. Tremain and young Howard laughed, and 
Glendenning after that ignored both Howard and 
myself. 

He said to Mrs. Tremain, ‘‘1 never noticed you 
wearing that ring before. It is a very strange 
ornament.” 

“Yes,” answered Mrs. Tremain, turning it round 
and round. ‘This is a Mexican charmed ring. 
There is a secret about it, see if you can find it out.” 
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And with that she pulled off the ring, and handed it 
to Glendenning. 

“You ought to give it to him as a keepsake,” said 
young Howard, aggressively. ‘The ring, I notice, is 
a couple of snakes twisted together.” 

“Tittle boys,” said Mrs. Tremain, laughing, 
“‘shouldn’t make remarks like that. They lead to 
trouble.” 

Young Howard flushed angrily as Mrs. Tremain 
said this. He did not seem to mind it when Glen- 
denning accused him of his youth, but he didn’t like 
it coming from her. 

Meanwhile Glendenning was examining the ring, 
and suddenly it came apart in his hand. The coils 
of the snake were still linked together, but instead 
of composing one solid ring they could now be spread 
several inches apart like the links of a golden chain. 
Mrs. Tremain turned pale, and gave a little shriek, 
as she saw this. 

“ Put it together again,” she cried ; ‘‘ putit together 
quickly.” 

“ What is the matter ?” said Glendenning, looking 
up at her. She was standing two or three steps 
above him; Glendenning was at the bottom of the 
stair; young Howard stood on the same step as 
Mrs. Tremain, and I was a step or two above them. 

“Put it together,” cried Mrs. Tremain again. 
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“T am trying to,” said Glendenning, “is there a 
spring somewhere ?” 

“Oh, I cannot tell you,” she answered, nervously 
clasping and unclasping her hands; ‘‘but if you do 
not put it together without help, that means very 
great ill-luck for both you and me.” 

“‘Doesit ?” said Glendenning, looking up at her 
with a peculiar glance, quite ignoring our presence. 

‘Yes, it does,” she said; “‘try your best to put 
that ring together as you found it.” It was quite 
evident that Mrs. Tremain had all the superstition 
of Mexico. 

Glendenning fumbled with the ring one way and 
another, and finally said, ‘“‘I cannot put it together.” 

‘Let me try,” said young Howard. 

“No, no, that will do no good.” Saying which Mrs. 
Tremain snatched the links from Glendenning, 


? 


slipped them into one ring again, put it on her finger, 
and dashed quickly up the stairs without saying a 
word of good night to any of us. 

Glendenning was about to proceed up the stair 
after her, when young Howard very ostentatiously 
placed himself directly in his path. Glendenning 
seemed to hesitate for a moment, then thought better 
of it, turned on his heel and walked down the passage 
towards the saloon. 

“Look here, Howard,” I said, ‘‘ you are going to 
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get yourself into trouble. There’s sure to be a fuss 
on board this steamer before we reach Liverpool.” 

“‘T wouldn’t be at all surprised,” answered young 
Howard. 

‘Well, do you think it will be quite fair to Mrs. 
Tremain ?” 

**Oh, I shan’t bring her name into the matter.” 

“The trouble will be to keep her name out. It 
may not be in your power to do that. A person 
who interferes in other people’s affairs must do so 
with tact and caution.” 

Young Howard looked up at me with a trace of 
resentment in his face. ‘‘Aren’t you interfering 
now?” he said. 

‘You are quite right, 1am. Goodnight.” And 
I went up the stairway. Howard shouted after me, 
but I did not see him again that night. 

Next day we were nearing Queenstown, and, as I 
had letters to write, I saw nothing of young Howard 
till the evening. I found him unreasonably contrite 
for what he had said to me the night before; and 
when I told him he had merely spoken the truth, 
and was quite justified in doing so, he seemed more 
miserable than ever. 

“Come,” he said, ‘let us have a walk on the 
deck.” 

It was between nine and ten o’clock; and when 
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we got out on the deck, I said to him, ‘‘ Without 
wishing to interfere any further—— ” 

‘Now, don’t say that,” he cried; ‘ it is cruel.” 

‘Well, I merely wanted to know where your two 
charges are.” 

“‘T don’t know,” he answered, in a husky whisper ; 
“they are not in the usual corner to-night, and I 
don’t know where they are.” 

«‘ She is probably with her husband,” I suggested. 

‘No, he is down in the saloon reading.” 

As young Howard was somewhat prone to get 
emphatic when he began to talk upon this subject, 
and as there was always a danger of other people over- 
hearing what he said, I drew him away to a more 
secluded part of the ship. On this particular boat 
there was a wheelhouse aft unused, and generally 
filled up with old steamer chairs. A narrow passage 
led around this at the curving stern, seldom used by 
promenaders because of certain obstructions which, 
in the dark, were apt to trip a person up. Chains 
or something went from this wheelhouse to the sides 
of the ship, and, being covered up by boxes of plank, 
made this part of the deck hard to travel on in the 
dark. As we went around this narrow passage 
young Howard was the first to stop. He clutched 
my arm, but said nothing. There in the dark was 
the faint outline of two persons, with their backs 
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towards us, leaning over the stern of the ship. 
The vibration at this part of the boat, from the 
throbbing of the screw, made it impossible for them 
to hear our approach. They doubtless thought they 
were completely in the dark; but they were deluded 
in that idea, because the turmoil of the water left a 
brilliant phosphorescent belt far in the rear of the 
ship, and against this bright, faintly yellow luminous 
track their forms were distinctly outlined. It needed 
no second glance to see that the two were Glen- 
denning and Mrs. Tremain. Her head rested on his 
shoulder, and his arm was around her waist. 

“* Let us get back,’’ I said in a whisper ; and, some- 
what to my surprise, young Howard turned back 
with me. I felt his hand trembling on my arm, but 
he said nothing. Before we could say a word to each 
other a sudden and unexpected complication arose. 
We met Captain Tremain, with a shawl on his arm, 
coming towards us. 

‘‘Good evening, captain,” I said; “have a turn 
on the deck with us?” 

“No, thanks,” he replied, ‘I am looking for my 
wife. I want to give her this shawl to put over her 
shoulders. She is not accustomed to such chilly 
weather as we are now running into, and I am afraid 
she may take cold.” 

All this time young Howard stood looking at him 
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with a startled expression in his eyes, and his lower 
jaw dropped. Iwas afraid Captain Tremain would 
see him, and wonder what was the matter with the 
boy. I tried to bring him to himself by stamping 
my heel—not too gently—on his toes, but he turned 
his face in the semi-darkness toward me without 
changing its expression. The one idea that had 
taken possession of my mind was that Captain 
Tremain must not be allowed to go further aft 
than he was, and I tried by looks and nudges to tell 
young Howard to go back and give her warning, but 
the boy seemed to be completely dazed with the 
unexpected horror of the situation. To have this 
calm, stern, unsuspecting man come suddenly upon 
what we had seen at the stern of the boat was simply 
appalling to think of. He certainly would have 
killed Glendenning where he stood, and very likely 
Mrs. Tremain as well. As Captain Tremain essayed 
to pass us I collected my wits as well as I could, and 
said— 

“Oh, by the way, captain, I wanted to speak to 
you about Mexico. Do you—do you—think that it 
is a good—er—place for investment ?” 

‘“‘ Well,” said Captain Tremain, pausing, ‘‘I am not 
so sure about that. You see, their Government ig 
so very unstable. The country itself is rich enough 
in mineral wealth, if that is what you mean.” 
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All the while Howard stood there with his mouth 
agape, and I felt like shoving my fist into it. 

‘Here, Howard,” I said, ‘“‘I want to speak to 
Captain Tremain for a moment. Take this shawl 
and find Mrs. Tremain, and give it to her.” Saying 
this, I took the shawl from the captain’s arm and 
threw it at young Howard. He appeared then to 
realise, for the first time, what was expected of him, 
and, giving me a grateful look, disappeared toward 
the stern. 

‘‘ What I wanted more particularly to know about 
Mexico,” I said to the captain, who made no objec- 
tion to this move, ‘‘ was whether there would be any 
more—well, likely to have trouble—whether we would 
have trouble with them in a military way, you know 
—that’s more in your line.” 

** Oh, I think not,” said the captain. ‘‘ Of course, 
on the boundary where we were, there was always 
more or less trouble with border ruffians, sometimes 
on one side of the line and sometimes on the other. 
There is a possibility always that complications may 
arise from that sort of thing. Our officers might go 
over into the Mexican territory and seize a desperado 
there, or they might come over into ours. Still, I 
don’t think anything will happen to bring on a war 
such as we had once or twice with Mexico.” 

At this moment I was appalled to hear Glen- 
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denning’s voice ring out above the noise of the 
vibration of the vessel. 

‘‘What do you mean by that, you scoundrel,” he 
said. 

“ Hallo,” exclaimed the captain, ‘‘there seems to 
be a row back there. I wonder what it is?” 

‘Oh, nothing serious, I imagine. Probably some 
steerage passengers have come on the cabin deck. 
I heard them having a row with some one to-day on 
that score. Let’s walk away from it.” 

The captain took my arm, and we strolled along 
the deck while he gave me a great deal of valuable 
information about Mexico and the state of things 
along the border line, which I regret to say I cannot 
remember a word of. The impressions of a man who 
has been on the spot are always worth hearing, but 
my ears were strained to catch a repetition of the 
angry cry I had heard, or the continuation of the 
quarrel which it certainly seemed to be the beginning 
of. As we came up the deck again we met young 
Howard with the shawl still on his arm and Mrs. 
Tremain walking beside him. She was laughing in 
a somewhat hysterical manner, and his face was as 
pale as ashes with a drawn look about the corners of 
his lips, but the captain’s eyes were only on his wife. 

‘* Why don’t you put on the shawl, my dear?” he 
said to her affectionately. 
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“The shawl?” she answered. Then, seeing it on 
young Howard’s arm, she laughed, and said, ‘‘ He 
never offered it to me.” 

Young Howard made haste to place the shawl on 
her shoulders, which she arranged around herself in 
a very coquettish and charming way. Then she took 
her husband’s arm. 

“Good night,” she said to me; “ good night, and 
thanks, Mr. Howard.” 

‘Good night,” said the captain; ‘“‘I will tell you 
more about that mine to-morrow.” 

We watched them disappear towards the com- 
panion-way. I drew young Howard towards the side 
of the boat. 

‘‘What happened?” I asked eagerly. ‘Did you 
have trouble ? ” 

“‘Very nearly, I made a slip of the tongue. I 
called her Mrs, Glendenning.” 

“You called her what?” 

“T said, ‘Mrs. Glendenning, your husband is look- 
ing for you.’ I had come right up behind them, and 
they hadn’t heard me, and of course both were very 
much startled. Glendenning turned round and 
shouted, ‘What do you mean by that, you scoundrel?’ 
and caught me by the throat. She instantly sprang 
between us, pushing him toward the stern of the boat, 
and me against the wheelhouse. 
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“*Hush, hush,’ she whispered; ‘you mean, Mr. 
Howard, that my husband is there, do you not ?’ 

““«Yes,’ I answered, ‘and he will be here in a 
moment unless you come with me.’ With that she 
said ‘Good night, Mr. Glendenning,’ and took my 
arm, and he, like a thief, slunk away round the other 
side of the wheelhouse. I was very much agitated. 
I suppose I acted like a fool when we met the captain, 
didn’t 1?” 

‘You did,” I answered; ‘“‘ go on.” 

‘Well, Mrs. Tremain saw that, and she laughed 
at me, although I could see she was rather disturbed 
herself.” 

Some time that night we touched at Queenstown, 
and next evening we were in Liverpool. When the 
inevitable explosion came, I have no means of know- 
ing, and this, as I have said before, is a story without 
a conclusion. 

Mrs. Tremain the next day was as bright and jolly 
as ever, and the last time I saw her, she was smiling 
over her shoulder at Glendenning, and not paying 
the slightest attention to either her husband on whose 
arm she hung, or to young Howard, who was hover- 
ing near. 


SHARE AND SHARE ALIKE. 


“The quick must haste to vengeance taste, 
For time is on his head; 
But he can wait at the door of fate, 
Though the stay be long and the hour be late— 
The dead.” 


MetviLLE Harpxock stood in the centre of the room 
with his feet wide apart and his hands in his trousers 
pockets, a characteristic attitude of his. He gave a 
quick glance at the door, and saw with relief that 
the key was in the lock, and that the bolt prevented 
anybody coming in unexpectedly. Then he gazed 
once more at the body of his friend, which lay in 
' such a helpless-looking attitude upon the floor. He 
looked at the body with a feeling of mild curiosity, 
and wondered what there was about the lines of the 
figure on the floor that so certainly betokened death 
rather than sleep, even though the face was turned 
away from him. He thought, perhaps, it might 
be the hand with its back to the floor and its 
palm towards the ceiling; there was a certain look 
of hopelessness about that. He resolved to in- 
vestigate the subject some time when he had leisure. 
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Then his thoughts turned towards the subject of 
murder. It was so easy to kill, he felt no pride in 
having been able to accomplish that much. But it 
was not everybody who could escape the consequences 
of his crime. It required an acute brain to plan 
after events so that shrewd detectives would be 
baffled. There was a complacent conceit about 
Melville Hardlock, which was as much a part of him 
as his intense selfishness, and this conceit led him 
to believe that the future path he had outlined for 
himself would not be followed by justice. 

With a sigh Melville suddenly seemed to realise 
that while there was no necessity for undue haste, 
yet it was not wise to be too leisurely in some things, 
so he took his hands from his pockets and drew to 
the middle of the floor a large Saratoga trunk. He 
threw the heavy lid open, and in doing so showed 
that the trunk was empty. Picking up the body of 
his friend, which he was surprised to note was so 
heavy and troublesome to handle, he with some 
difficulty doubled it up so that it slipped into the 
trunk. He piled on top of it some old coats, vests, 
newspapers, and other miscellaneous articles until 
the space above the body was filled. Then he pressed 
down the lid and locked it; fastening the catches 
at each end. Two stout straps were now placed 
around the trunk and firmly buckled after he had 
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drawn them as tight as possible. Finally he damped 
the gum side of a paper label, and when he had 
pasted it on the end of the trunk, it showed the 
words in red letters, ‘‘S.S. Platonic, cabin, wanted.” 
This done, Melville threw open the window to allow 
the fumes of chloroform to dissipate themselves in 
the outside air. He placed a closed, packed and 
labelled portmanteau beside the trunk, and a valise 
beside that again, which, with a couple of handbags, 
made up his luggage. Then he unlocked the door, 
threw back the bolt, and, having turned the key again 
from the outside, strode down the thickly-carpeted 
stairs of the hotel into the large pillared and marble- 
floored vestibule where the clerk’s office was. Strolling 
up to the counter behind which stood the clerk of the 
hotel, he shoved his key across to that functionary, 
who placed it in the pigeon-hole marked by the 
number of his room. 

‘‘Did my friend leave for the West last night, do 
you know?” 

‘‘Yes,” answered the clerk, “he paid his bill and 
left. Haven’t you seen him since?” 

‘No,” replied Hardlock. 

“Well, he’ll be disappointed about that, because 
he told me he expected to see you before he left, 
and would call up at your room later. I suppose 
he didn’t have time. By the way, he said you 
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were going back to England to-morrow. Is that 
so?” 

“Yes, I sail on the Platonic. I suppose I can 
have my luggage sent to the steamer from here 
without further trouble ?” 

‘Oh, certainly,’’ answered the clerk; “‘ how many 
pieces are there ? It will be fifty cents each.” 

“Very well; just put that down in my bill with 
the rest of the expenses, and let me have it to-night. 
I will settle when I come in. Five pieces of luggage 
altogether.” 

“Very good. You'll have breakfast to-morrow, I 
suppose ?” 

“Yes, the boat does not leave till nine o’clock.” 

“Very well; better call you about seven, Mr. 
Hardlock. Will you have a carriage?” 

*“No, I shall walk down to the boat. You will be 
sure, of course, to have my things there in time.” 

“Oh, no fear of that. They will be on the steamer 
by half-past eight.” 

“Thank you.” 

As Mr. Hardlock walked down to the boat next 
morning he thought he had done rather a clever 
thing in sending his trunk in the ordinary way to 
the steamer. ‘Most people,” he said to himself, 
“would have made the mistake of being too careful 
about it. It goes along in the ordinary course of 
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business. If anything should go wrong it will seem 
incredible that a sane man would send such a package 
in an ordinary express waggon to be dumped about, 
as they do dump luggage about in New York.” 

He stood by the gangway on the steamer watch- 
ing the trunks, valises, and portmanteaus come on 
board. 

“Stop!” he cried to the man, “that is not to go 
down in the hold; I want it. Don’t you see it’s 
marked ‘ wanted ?’”’ 

“Tt is very large, sir,” said the man; “it will fill 
up a state-room by itself.” 

‘*T have the captain’s room,” was the answer. 

So the man flung the trunk down on the deck with 
a crash that made even the cool Mr. Hardlock 
shudder. 

“Did you say you had the captain’s room, sir?” 
asked the steward standing near. 

of Nos.” 

“Then I am your bedroom steward,” was the 
answer; ‘‘I will see that the trunk is put in all 
right.” 

The first day out was rainy but not rough; the 
second day was fair and the sea smooth. The 
second night Hardlock remained in the smoking-room 
until the last man had left. Then, when the lights 
were extinguished, he went out on the upper deck, 
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where his room was, and walked up and down 
smoking his cigar. There was another man also 
walking the deck, and the red glow of his cigar, dim 
and bright alternately, shone in the darkness like a 
glow-worm. 

Hardlock wished that he would turn in, whoever he 
was. Finally the man flung his cigar overboard and 
went down the stairway. Hardlock had now the 
dark deck to himself. He pushed open the door of 
his room and turned out the electric light. It was 
only a few steps from his door to the rail of the 
vessel high above the water. Dimly on the bridge 
he saw the shadowy figure of an officer walking back 
and forth. Hardlock looked over the side at the 
phosphorescent glitter of the water which made the 
black ocean seem blacker still. The sharp ring of 
the bell betokening midnight made Melville start as 
if a hand had touched him, and the quick beating of 
his heart took some moments to subside. “I’ve 
been smoking too much to-day,” he said to himself. 
Then looking quickly up and down the deck, he 
walked on tip-toe to his room, took the trunk by its 
stout leather handle and pulled it over the ledge in 
the doorway. There were small wheels at the 
bottom of the trunk, but although they made the 
pulling of it easy, they seemed to creak with appalling 
loudness. He realised the fearful weight of the 
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trunk as he lifted the end of it up on the rail. He 
balanced it there for a moment, and glanced sharply 
around him, but there was nothing to alarm him. 
In spite of his natural coolness, he felt a strange, 
haunting dread of some undefinable disaster, a dread 
which had been completely absent from him at the 
time he committed the murder. He shoved off the 
trunk before he had quite intended to do so, and 
the next instant he nearly bit through his tongue 
to suppress a groan of agony. There passed half a 
dozen moments of supreme pain and fear before he 
realised what had happened. His wrist had caught 
in the strap handle of the trunk, and his shoulder 
was dislocated. His right arm was stretched taut 
and helpless, like a rope holding up the frightful and 
ever-increasing weight that hung between him and 
the sea. His breast was pressed against the rail 
and his left hand gripped the iron stanchion to keep 
himself from going over. He felt that his feet were 
slipping, and he set his teeth and gripped the iron 
with a grasp that was itself like iron. He hoped 
the trunk would slip from his useless wrist, but it 
rested against the side of the vessel, and the longer 
it hung the more it pressed the hard strap handle 
into his nerveless flesh. He had realised from the 
first that he dare not cry for help, and his breath 
came hard through his clenched teeth as the weight 
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grew heavier and heavier. Then, with his eyes 
strained by the fearful pressure, and perhaps dazzled 
by the glittering phosphorescence running so swiftly 
by the side of the steamer far below, he seemed to 
see from out the trunk something in the form and 
semblance of his dead friend quivering like summer 
heat below him. Sometimes it was the shimmering 
phosphorescence, then again it was the wraith hover- 
ing over the trunk. Hardlock, in spite of his agony, 
wondered which it really was; but he wondered no 
longer when it spoke to him. 

“Old Friend,” it said, ‘you remember our compact 
when we left England. It was to be ‘share and 
share alike,’ my boy—‘share and share alike.’ I 
have had my share. Come!” 

Then on the still night air came the belated 
cry for help, but it was after the foot had slipped 
and the hand had been wrenched from the iron 
stanchion. 


AN INTERNATIONAL ROW. 


“A simple child 
That lightly draws its breath, 
And feels its life in every limb, 
What should it know of- ” kicking up a row. 





(Norz.—Only the last four words of the above poem are claimed 
as original.) 
“Then America declared war on England.”—History of 1812. 


Lavy, not feeling particularly well, reclining in a 
steamer chair, covered up with rugs. Little girl 
beside her, who wants to know. Gentleman in an 
adjoining steamer chair. The little girl begins to 
speak. 

‘* And do you have to pay to go in, mamma ?”’ 

‘Yes, dear.” 

‘““How much do you have to pay? As much as 
at a theatre?” 

‘Oh, you need not pay anything particular—no 
set sum, you know. You pay just what you can 
afford.” 

“‘Then it’s like a collection at church, mamma?” 

“Yes, dear.” 
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‘“* And does the captain get the money, mamma?” 

‘‘No, dear; the money goes to the poor orphans, 
I think.” 

‘Where are the orphans, mamma?” 

‘‘T don’t know, dear ; I think they are in Liverpool.” 

‘“ Whose orphans are they, mamma?” 

“They are the orphans of sailors, dear.” 

‘‘ What kind of sailors, mamma ?” 

“‘ British sailors, darling.”’ 

“ Aren’t there any sailors in America, mamma?” 

“Oh yes, dear, lots of them.” 

And do they have any orphans ?”’ 

‘Yes, dear ; I suppose there are orphans there too.” 

‘And don’t they get any of the money, mamma?” 

“‘T am sure I do not know, dear. By the way, 
Mr. Daveling, how is that? Do they give any of 
the money to American orphans ?” 

“I believe not, madam. Subscriptions at concerts 
given on board British steamers are of course donated 
entirely to the Seamen’s Hospital or Orphanage of 
Liverpool.” 

‘Well, that doesn’t seem to be quite fair, does it? 
A great deal of the money is subscribed by Americans.” 

“Yes, madam, that is perfectly true.” 

‘T should think that ten Americans eross on these 
lines for every one Englishman.” 

“T am sure I do not know, madam, what the 
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proportion is. The Americans are great travellers, 
so are the English too, for that matter.” 

“Yes; but I saw in one of the papers that this 
year alone over a hundred thousand persons had 
taken their passage from New York to England. It 
seems to me, that as all of them contribute to the re- 
ceipts of the concerts, some sort of a division should 
be made.” 

“‘Oh, I have no doubt if the case were presented 
to the captain, he would be quite willing to have 
part of the proceeds at least go to some American 
seamen’s charity.” 

‘‘T think that would be only fair.” 

Two young ladies, arm in arm, approach, and ask 
Mrs. Pengo how she is feeling to-day. 

Mrs. Pengo replies that she doesn’t suppose she 
will feel any better as long as this rolling of the ship 
continues. 

They claim, standing there, endeavouring to keep 
as perpendicular as possible, that the rolling is 
something simply awful. 

Then the lady says to them, “‘Do you knov, girls, 
that all the money subscribed at the concerts goes 
to England ?”’ 

“Why, no; I thought it went to some charity.” 

‘‘Oh, it does go to a charity. It goes to the 
Liverpool Seamen’s Hospital.” 
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“Well, isn’t that all right?” 

‘Yes, it’s all right enough; but, as Sadie was just 
suggesting now, it doesn’t seem quite fair, when there 
are orphans of sailors belonging to America, and as 
long as such large sums are subscribed by Americans, 
that the money should not be divided and part of it 
at least given to an American charity.” 

“Why, that seems perfectly fair, doesn’t it, Mr. 
Daveling ?” 

“Yes, it is perfectly fair. I was just suggesting 
that perhaps if the state of things was presented to 
the captain, he would doubtless give a portion at 
least of the proceeds to an American Seamen’s Home 
—if such an institution exists.” 

‘‘Then,” remarked the other girl, ‘‘I propose we 
form a committee, and interview the captain. I 
think that if Americans subscribe the bulk of the 
money, which they certainly do, they should have 
@ voice in the disposal of it.” 

This was agreed to on all hands, and so began 
one of the biggest rows that ever occurred on 
board an Atlantic liner. Possibly, if the captain 
had had any tact, and if he had not been*so 
thoroughly impressed with his own tremendous 
importance, what happened later on would not have 
happened. 

The lady in the steamer chair took little part 
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in the matter, in fact it was not at that time 
assumed to be of any importance whatever; but the 
two young American girls were enthusiastic, and 
they spoke to several of the passengers about it, both 
American and English. The English passengers all 
recognised the justice of the proposed plan, so a 
committee of five young ladies, and one young gentle- 
man as spokesman, waited upon the captain. The 
young ladies at first had asked the doctor of the ship 
to be the spokesman ; but when the doctor heard what 
the proposal was, he looked somewhat alarmed, and 
stroked his moustache thoughtfully. 

‘‘T don’t know about that,” he said; “it is a 
little unusual. The money has always gone to the 
Liverpool Seamen’s Hospital, and—well, you see, we 
are a conservative people. We do a thing in one 
way for a number of years, and then keep on doing 
it because we have always done it in that way.” 

“Yes,” burst out one of the young ladies, ‘‘ that 
is no reason why an unjust thing should be per- 
petuated. Merely because a wrong has been done is 
no reason why it should be done again.” 

“True,” said the doctor, “true,” for he did not 
wish to fall out with the young lady, who was very 
pretty; “but, you see, in England we think a great 
deal of precedent.” 

And so the result of it all was that the doctor 
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demurred at going to see the captain in relation to 
the matter. He said it wouldn’t be the thing, as he 
was an official, and that it would be better to get 
one of the passengers. 

I was not present at the interview, and of course 
know only what was told me by those who were 
there. It seems that the captain was highly offended 
at being approached on such a subject at all. A 
captain of an ocean liner, as I have endeavoured 
to show, is a very great personage indeed. And 
sometimes I imagine the passengers are not fully 
aware of this fact, or at least they do not show it as 
plainly as they ought to. Anyhow, the committee 
thought the captain had been exceedingly gruff with 
them, as well as just a trifle impolite. He told them 
that the money from the concerts had always gone to 
the Liverpool Seamen’s Hospital, and always would 
while he was commanding a ship. He seemed to 
infer that the permission given them to hold a concert 
on board the ship was a very great concession, and 
that people should be thankful for the privilege of 
contributing to such a worthy object. 

So, beginning with the little girl who wanted to 
know, and ending with the captain who commanded 
the ship, the conflagration was started. 

Such is British deference to authority that, as soon 
as the captain’s decision was known, those who had 
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hitherto shown an open mind on the subject, and 
even those who had expressed themselves as favour- 
ing the dividing of the money, claimed that the 
captain’s dictum had settled the matter. Then it 
was that every passenger had to declare himself. 
“Those who are not with us,” said the young women, 
‘are against us.” The ship was almost immediately 
divided into two camps. It was determined to form 
a committee of Americans to take the money received 
from the second concert; for it was soon resolved 
to hold two concerts, one for the American Sea- 
men’s Orphans’ Home and the other for that at 
Liverpool. 

One comical thing about the row was, that nobody 
on board knew whether an American Seamen’s 
Orphans’ Home existed or not. When this problem 
was placed before the committee of young people, 
they pooh-poohed the matter. They said it didn’t 
make any difference at all; if there was no Seamen’s 
Hospital in America, it was quite time there should 
be one; and so they proposed that the money should 
be given to the future hospital, if it did not already 
exist. 

When everything was prepared for the second concert 
there came a bolt from the blue. It was rumoured 
round the ship that the captain had refused his 
permission for the second concert to be held. 
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The American men, who had up to date looked 
with a certain amused indifference on the efforts of 
the ladies, now rallied and held a meeting in the 
smoking-room. Every one felt that a crisis had 
come, and that the time to let loose the dogs of war 
—sea-dogs in this instance—had arrived. A com- 
mittee was appointed to wait upon the captain next 
day. The following morning the excitement was at 
its highest pitch. It was not safe for an American 
to be seen conversing with an Englishman, or vice 
versa. 

Rumour had it at first—in fact all sorts of wild 
rumours were flying around the whole forenoon— 
that the captain refused to see the delegation of 
gentlemen who had requested audience with him. 
This rumour, however, turned out to be incorrect. 
He received the delegation in his room with one or 
two of the officers standing beside him. The spokes- 
man said— 

‘Captain, we are informed that you have con- 
cluded not to grant permission to the Americans to 
hold a concert in aid of the American Seamen’s 
Orphans’ Home. We wish to knowif this is true ?” 

“You have been correctly informed,” replied the 
captain. 

‘““We are sorry to hear that,’ answered the 
spokesman. ‘‘ Perhaps you will not object to 
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tell us on what grounds you have refused your 
permission ?” 

““Gentlemen,” said the captain, “I have received 
you in my room because you requested an interview. 
I may say, however, that I am not in the habit of 
giving reasons for anything I do, to the passengers 
who honour this ship with their company.” 

“Then,” said the spokesman, endeavouring to 
keep calm, but succeeding only indifferently, ‘‘it is 
but right that we should tell you that we regard 
such a proceeding on your part as a high-handed 
outrage; that we will appeal against your decision 
to the owners of this steamship; and that, unless an 
apology is tendered, we will never cross on this line 
again, and we will advise all our compatriots never 
to patronise a line where such injustice is allowed.” 

“ Might Task you,” said the captain very suavely, 
“of what injustice you complain ?”’ 

“Tt seems to us,” said the spokesman, “‘ that it is 
a very unjust thing to allow one class of passengers 
to hold a concert, and to refuse permission to another 
class to do the same thing.” 

‘‘ Tf that is all you complain of,” said the captain, 
“‘T quite agree with you. I think that would be an 
exceedingly unjust proceeding.” 

“Ts not that what you are about to do?” 

“Not that I am aware of.” 
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‘You have prohibited the American concert?” 

“Certainly. But I have prohibited the English 
concert as well.” 

The American delegates looked rather blankly at 
each other, and then the spokesman smiled. ‘‘ Oh, 
well,” he said, ‘‘ if you have prohibited both of them, 
I don’t see that we have anything to grumble at.” 

‘Neither do I,” said the captain. 

The delegation then withdrew; and the passengers 
had the unusual pleasure of making one ocean voyage 
without having to attend the generally inevitable 
amateur concert. 
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“ Jest w’en we guess we’ve covered the trail 
So’s no one can’t foller, w’y then we fail. 
W’en we feel safe hid, Nemesis, the cuss, 
Waltzes up with nary a warnin’ nor fuss; 
Grins quiet-like, and says, ‘ How d’y do, 
So glad we’ve met, I’m a-lookin’ fer you.’” 
I po not wish to particularise any of the steamers on 
which the incidents given in this book occurred, so 
the boat of which I now write I shall call The Tub. 
This does not sound very flattering to the steamer, - 
but I must say The Tub was a comfortable old boat, 
as everybody will testify who has ever taken a voyage 
in her. I know a very rich man who can well 
afford to take the best room in the best steamer if 
he wants to, but his preference always is for a slow 
boat like The Tub. He says that if you are not in 
a hurry, a slow boat is preferable to one of the new 
fast liners, because you have more individuality 
there, you get more attention, the officers are 
flattered by your preference for their ship, and you 
are not merely one of a great mob of passengers 
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as in a crowded fast liner. The officers on a 
popular big and swift boat are prone to be a trifle 
snobbish. This is especially the case on the parti- 
cular liner which for the moment stands at the top— 
a steamer that has broken the record, and is con- 
sidered the best boat in the Atlantic service for the 
time being. If you get a word from the captain 
of such a boat you may consider yourself a peculiarly 
honoured individual, and even the purser is apt to 
answer you very shortly, and make you feel you are 
but a worm of the dust, even though you have paid a 
very large price for your state-room. On The Tub 
there was nothing of this. The officers were genial 
good fellows who admitted their boat was not the 
fastest on the Atlantic, although at one time she 
had been; but if The Twb never broke the record, 
on the other hand, she never broke a shaft, and so 
things were evened up. She wallowed her way across 
the Atlantic in a leisurely manner, and there was no 
“feverish anxiety among the passengers when they 
reached Queenstown, to find whether the rival boat 
had got in ahead of us or not. 

Everybody on board The Tub knew that any vessel 
which started from New York the same day would 
reach Queenstown before us. In fact, a good smart 
sailing vessel, with a fair wind, might have made it 
lively for us in an ocean race. The Tub was a broad 
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slow boat, whose great speciality was freight, and 
her very broadness, which kept her from being a 
racer, even if her engines had had the power, made 
her particularly comfortable in a storm. She rolled 
but little; and as the state-rooms were large and 
airy, every passenger on board The Tub was sure of 
a reasonably pleasant voyage. 

It was always amusing to hear the reasons each of 
the passengers gave for being on board The Tub. A 
fast and splendid liner of an opposition company left 
New York the next day, and many of our passengers 
explained to me they had come to New York with the 
intention of going by that boat, but they found all the 
rooms taken, that is, all the desirable rooms. Of 
course they might have had a room down on the 
third deck; but they were accustomed in travelling 
to have the best rooms, and if they couldn’t be had, 
why it didn’t much matter what was given them, so 
that was the reason they took passage on The Tub. 
Others were on the boat because they remembered 
the time when she was one of the fastest on the 
ocean, and they didn’t like changing ships. Others 
again were particular friends of the captain, and he 
would have been annoyed if they had taken any 
other steamer. Everybody had some particularly 
valid reason for choosing The Tub, that is, every 
reason except economy, for it was well known that 
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The Tub was one of the cheapest boats crossing the 
ocean. For my own part I crossed on her, because 
the purser was a particular friend of mine, and knew 
how to amalgamate fluids and different solid sub- 
stances in a manner that produced a very palatable 
refreshment. He has himself deserted The Tub long 
ago, and is now purser on one of the new boats of 
the same line. 

When the gong rang for the first meal on board 
The Tub after leaving New York, we filed down 
from the smoking-room to the great saloon to take 
our places at the table. There were never enough 
passengers on board The Tub to cause a great rush 
for places at the table; but on this particular 
occasion, when we reached the foot of the stairway, 
two or three of us stood for a moment both appalled 
and entranced. Sitting at the captain’s right hand 
was a somewhat sour and unattractive elderly woman, 
who was talking to that smiling and urbane official. 
Down the long table from where she sat, in the 
next fifteen seats were fifteen young and pretty girls, 
most of them looking smilingly and expectantly 
toward the stairway down which we were descending. 
The elderly woman paused for a moment in her con- 
versation with the captain, glanced along the line of 
beauty, said sharply, ‘‘ Girls!” and instantly every 
face was turned demurely toward the plate that was 
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in front of it, and then we, who had hesitated for a 
moment on the stairway, at once made a break, not 
for our seuts at the table, but for the purser. 

“Tt’s all right, gentlemen,” said that charming 
man, before we could speak; ‘it’s all right. I’ve 
arranged your places down the table on the opposite 
side. You don’t need to say a word, and those of 
you who want to change from the small tables to 
the large one, will find your names on the long table 
as well as at the small tables, where you have already 
chosen your places. So, you see, I knew just how you 
wished things arranged; but,’ he continued, lower- 
ing his voice, ‘‘ boys, there’s a dragon in charge. I 
know her. She has crossed with us two or three 
times. She wanted me to arrange it so that fifteen 
ladies should sit opposite her fifteen girls; but, of 
course, we couldn’t do that, because there aren’t 
fifteen other ladies on board, and there had to be one 
or two ladies placed next the girls at the foot of the 
table, so that no girl should have a young man sitting 
beside her. I have done the best I could, gentlemen, 
and, if you want the seats rearranged, I think we can 
manage it for you. Individual preferences may crop 
up, you know.” And the purser smiled gently, for he 
had crossed the ocean very, very often. 

We all took our places, sternly scrutinised by the 
lady, whom the purser had flatteringly termed the 
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“dragon.” She evidently didn’t think very much of 
us as a crowd, and I am sure in my own heart I 
cannot blame her. We were principally students 
going over to German colleges on the cheap, some 
commercial travellers, and a crowd generally who 
could not afford to take a better boat, although we 
had all just missed the fast liner that had left a few 
days before, or had for some reason not succeeded in 
securing a berth on the fast boat, which was to leave 
the day after. 

If any of the fifteen young ladies were aware of 
our presence, they did not show it by glancing toward 
us. They seemed to confine their conversation to 
whispers among themselves, and now and then a little 
suppressed giggle arose from one part of the line or 
the other, upon which the “dragon” looked along 
the row, and said severely, ‘‘Girls!’’ whereupon 
everything was quiet again, although some inde- 
pendent young lady generally broke the silence by 
another giggle just at the time the stillness was 
becoming most impressive. 

After dinner, in the smoking-room, there was a 
great deal of discussion about the fifteen pretty girls 
and about the “‘ dragon.” As the officers on board 
The Tub were gentlemen whom an ordinary person 
might speak to, a delegation of one was deputed to 
go to the purser’s room and find out all that could 
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be learned in relation to the young and lovely 
passengers. 

The purser said that the dragon’s name was Mrs. 
Scrivener-Yapling, with a hyphen. The hyphen was a 
very important part of the name, and Mrs. Scrivener- 
Yapling always insisted upon it. Any one who ignored 
that hyphen speedily fell from the good graces of 
Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling. I regret to say, however, in 
spite of the hyphen, the lady was very generally 
known as the “dragon” during that voyage. The 
purser told us further, that Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling 
was in the habit of coming over once a year with a 
party of girls whom she trotted around Europe. The 
idea was that they learnt a great deal of geography, 
a good deal of French and German, and received in a 
general way a polish which Hurope is supposed to give. 

The circular which Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling issued 
was shown to me once by one of the girls, and it 
represented that all travelling was first-class, that 
nothing but the very best accommodations on steamers 
and in hotels were provided, and on account of Mrs. 
S.-Y.’s intimate knowledge of Hurope, and the 
different languages spoken there, she managed the 
excursion in a way which any one else would find im- 
possible to emulate, and the advantages accruing from 
such a trip could not be obtained in any other manner 
without a very much larger expenditure of money. 
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The girls had the advantage of motherly care during 
all the time they were abroad, and as the party was 
strictly limited in number, and the greatest care 
taken to select members only from the very best 
families in America, Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling was 
certain that all her patrons would realise that this 
was an opportunity of a lifetime, etc., etc. 

Fiven if The Tub were not the finest boat on the 
Atlantic, she certainly belonged to one of the best 
lines, and as the circular mentioned the line and not 
the particular vessel on which the excursion was to 
go, the whole thing had a very high-class appearance. 

The first morning out, shortly after breakfast, the 
‘‘dragon”’ and her girls appeared on deck. The 
girls walked two and two together, and kept their 
eyes pretty much on the planks beneath them. The 
fifteenth girl walked with the ‘ dragon,” and thus 
the eight pairs paced slowly up and down the deck 
under the ‘‘ dragon’s”’ eye. When this morning pro- 
menade was over the young ladies were marshalled 
into the ladies’ saloon, where no masculine foot was 
allowed to tread. Shortly before lunch an indignation 
meeting was held in the smoking-room. Stewart Mon- 
tague, a commercial traveller from Milwaukee, said 
that he had crossed the ocean many times, but had 
never seen such a state of things before. This young 
ladies’ seminary business (he alluded to the two and 
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two walk along the deck) ought not to be permitted 
on any well regulated ship. Here were a number of 
young ladies, ranging in age from eighteen upwards, 
and there lay ahead of us a long and possibly dreary 
voyage, yet the “dragon” evidently expected that 
not one of the young ladies was to be allowed to 
speak to one of the young gentlemen on board, much 
less walk the deck with him. Now, for his part, said 
Stewart Montague, he was going to take off his hat 
the next morning to the young lady who sat opposite 
him at the dinner-table and boldly ask her to walk 
the deck with him. If the ‘‘ dragon” interfered, he 
proposed that we all mutiny, seize the vessel, put 
the captain in irons, imprison the “dragon” in the 
hold, and then take to pirating on the high seas. One 
of the others pointed out to him an objection to this 
plan, claiming that The Tub could not overtake any- 
thing but a sailing-vessel, while even that was doubtful. 
Montague explained that the mutiny was only to be 
resorted to as a last desperate chance. He believed 
the officers of the boat would give us every assistance 
possible, and so it was only in case of everything else 
failing that we should seize the ship. 

In a moment of temporary aberration I suggested 
that the ‘‘ dragon’? might not be, after all, such an 
objectionable person as she appeared, and that perhaps 
she could be won over by kindness. 


176 A LADIES’ MAN. 


Instantly a motion was put, and carried unani- 
mously, appointing me a committee to try the effect 
of kindness on the “dragon.” It was further re- 
solved that the meeting should be adjourned, and I 
should report progress at the next conclave. 

I respectfully declined this mission. I said it was 
none of my affair. I didn’t wish to talk to any of the 
fifteen girls, or even walk the deck with them. I was 
perfectly satisfied as I was. I saw no reason why I 
should sacrifice myself for the good of others. I 
suggested that the name of Stewart Montague be 
substituted for mine, and that he should face the 
‘dragon ”’ and report progress. 

Mr. Montague said it had been my suggestion, 
not his, that the ‘‘dragon” might be overcome by 
kindness. He did not believe she could, but he was 
quite willing to suspend hostilities until my plan 
had been tried and the result reported to the meeting. 
It was only when they brought in a motion to expel 
me from the smoking-room that I succumbed to the 
pressure. The voyage was just beginning, and what 
is a voyage to a smoker who dare not set foot in the 
smoking-room ? 

I do not care to dwell on the painful interview 
I had with the “dragon.” I put my foot in it at 
the very first by pretending that I thought she came 
from New York, whereas she had really come from 
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Boston. To take a New York person for a Bostonian 
is flattery, but to reverse the order of things, especially 
with a woman of the uncertain temper of Mrs. 
Scrivener-Yapling, was really a deadly insult, and I 
fear this helped to shipwreck my mission, although 
I presume it would have been shipwrecked in any 
case. Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling gave me to understand 
that if there was one thing more than another she 
excelled in it was the reading of character. She 
knew at a glance whether a man could be trusted 
or not; most men were not, I gathered from her 
conversation. It seems she had taken a great many 
voyages across the Atlantic, and never in the whole 
course of her experience had she seen such an ob- 
jectionable body of young men as on this present 
occasion. She accused me of being a married man, 
and I surmised that there were other iniquities of 
which she strongly suspected me. 

The mission was not a success, and I reported 
at the adjourned meeting accordingly. 

Mr. Stewart Montague gave it as his opinion that 
the mission was hopeless from the first, and in this 
I quite agreed with him. He said he would try his 
plan at dinner, but what it was he refused to state. 
We asked if he would report on the success or failure, 
and he answered that we would all see whether it 
was a success or failure for ourselves. So there was 
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a good deal of interest centring around the meal, 
an interest not altogether called forth by the pangs 
of hunger. 

Dinner had hardly commenced when Mr. Stewart 
Montague leaned over the table and said, in quite 
an audible voice, to the young lady opposite him, 
“I understand you have never been over the ocean 
before ?” 

The young lady looked just a trifle frightened, 
blushed very prettily, and answered in a low voice 
that she had not. 

Then he said, “I envy you the first impressions 
you will have of Hurope. It is a charming country. 
Where do you go after leaving England?” 

‘“‘We are going across to Paris first,” she replied, 
still in a low voice. 

Most of us, however, were looking at the “‘ dragon.” 
That lady sat bolt upright in her chair as if she 
could not believe her ears. Then she said, in ‘an 
acid. voice, “‘ Miss Fleming.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling,” answered that 
young lady. 

‘‘Will you oblige me by coming here for a 
moment ?” 

Miss Fleming slowly revolved in her circular chair, 
then rose and walked up to the head of the table. 

‘“‘Miss Strong,” said the “dragon” calmly, to the 
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young lady who sat beside her, “will you oblige 
me by taking Miss Fleming’s place at the centre of 
the table ?” 

Miss Strong rose and took Miss Fleming’s place. 

‘Sit down beside me, please?”’ said the ‘‘ dragon” 
to Miss Fleming; and that unfortunate young 
woman, now as red as a rose, sat down beside the 
“dragon.” 

Stewart Montague bit his lip. The rest of us 
said nothing, and appeared not to notice what had 
occurred. Conversation went on among ourselves. 
The incident seemed ended; but, when the fish was 
brought, and placed before Miss Fleming, she did 
not touch it. Her eyes were still upon the table. 
Then, apparently unable to struggle any longer with 
her emotions, she rose gracefully, and, bowing to 
the captain, said, “‘ Excuse me, please.” She walked 
down the long saloon with a firm step, and dis- 
appeared. The ‘‘dragon” tried to resume conver- 
sation with the captain as if nothing had happened; 
but that official answered only in monosyllables, and 
a gloom seemed to have settled down upon the dinner 
party. 

Very soon the captain rose and excused himself. 
There was something to attend to on deck, he said, 
and he left us. 

As soon as we had reassembled in the smoking- 
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room, and the steward had brought in our cups of 
black coffee, Stewart Montague arose and said, 
“Gentlemen, I know just what you are going to say 
to me. It was brutal. Of course I didn’t think the 
‘dragon’ would do such a thing. My plan was a 
complete failure. I expected that conversation would 
take place across the table all along the line, if I 
broke the ice.” 

Whatever opinions were held, none found expression, 
and that evening in the smoking-room was as gloomy 
as the hour at the dinner-table. 

Towards the shank of the evening a gentleman, 
who had never been in the smoking-room before, 
entered very quietly. We recognised him as the 
man who sat to the left of the captain opposite 
the ‘‘dragon.”’ He was a man of middle age and 
of somewhat severe aspect. He spoke with delibera- 
tion when he did speak, and evidently weighed his 
words. All we knew of him was that the chair 
beside his at meal-times had been empty since the 
voyage began, and it was said that his wife took 
her meals in her state-room. She had appeared 
once on deck with him, very closely veiled, and 
hung upon his arm in a way that showed she was 
not standing the voyage very well, pleasant as it had 
been. 

“Gentlemen,” began the man suavely, “I would 
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like to say a few words to you if I were certain that 
my remarks would be taken in the spirit in which 
they are given, and that you would not think me 
intrusive or impertinent.” 

“Go ahead,” said Montague, gloomily, who evidently 
felt a premonition of coming trouble. 

The serious individual waited until the steward 
had left the room, then he closed the door. ‘‘ Gentle- 
men,” he continued, ‘‘I will not recur to the painful 
incident which happened at the dinner-table to-night 
further than by asking you, as honourable men, to 
think of Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling’s position of great 
responsibility. She stands in the place of a mother 
to a number of young ladies who, for the first time 
in their lives, have left their homes.” 

“Lord pity them,” said somebody, who was sitting 
in the corner. 

The gentleman paid no attention to the remark. 

‘‘Now what I wish to ask of you is that you will 
not make Mrs. Scrivener-Yapling’s position any 
harder by futile endeavours to form the acquaintance 
of the young ladies.” 

At this point Stewart Montague broke out. ‘‘ Who 
the devil are you, sir, and who gave you the right 
to interfere ?” 

‘“‘Ags to who I am,” said the gentleman, quietly, 


, 


“my name is Kensington, and——’ 
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‘West or South?” asked the man in the corner. 
At this there was a titter of laughter. 

‘‘My name is Kensington,” repeated the gentle- 
man, ‘‘and I have been asked by Mrs. Scrivener- 
Yapling to interfere, which I do very reluctantly. As 
I said at the beginning, I hope you will not think 
my interference is impertinent. I only do so at the 
earnest request of the lady I have mentioned, because 
I am a family man myself, and I understand and 
sympathise with the lady in the responsibility which 
she has assumed.” 

‘‘Tt seems to me,” said the man in the corner, 
“that if the ‘dragon’ has assumed responsibilities 
and they have not been thrust upon her, which I 
understand they have not, then she must take the 
responsibility of the responsibilities which she has 
assumed. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Gentlemen,” said Mr. Kensington, “it is very 
painful for me to speak with you upon this subject. 
I feel that what I have so clumsily expressed may 
not be correctly understood; but I appeal to your 
honour as gentlemen, and I am sure I will not appeal 
in vain when I ask you not to make further effort 
towards the acquaintance of the young ladies, because 
all that you can succeed in doing will be to render 
their voyage unpleasant to themselves, and interrupt, 
if not seriously endanger, the good feeling which I 
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understand has always existed between Mrs. Scrivener- 
Yapling and her protégées.” 

“All right,” said the man in the corner. ‘‘ Have 
a drink, Mr. Kensington ?” 

‘Thank you, I never drink,” answered Mr. Ken- 
sington. 

“‘ Have a smoke, then ?” 

“TI do not smoke either, thank you all the 
same for your offer. I hope, gentlemen, you will 
forgive my intrusion on you this evening. Good 
night.” 

““Tmpudent puppy,” said Stewart Montague, as he 
closed the door behind him. 

But in this we did not agree with him, not even 
the man in the corner. 

‘* He is perfectly right,” said that individual, ‘‘ and 
I believe that we ought to be ashamed of ourselves. 
It will only make trouble, and I for one am going to 
give up the hunt.” 

So, from that time forward, the smoking-room 
collectively made no effort towards the acquaintance 
of the young ladies. The ladies’ seminary walk, as 
it was called, took place every morning punctually, 
and sometimes Mr. Kensington accompanied the 
walkers. Nevertheless, individual friendships, in 
spite of everything that either Mr. Kensington or 
the “‘dragon”’ could do, sprang up between some of 
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the young men and some of the girls, but the 
‘dragon ”’ had an invaluable ally in Mr. Kensing- 
ton. The moment any of the young ladies began 
walking with any of the young gentlemen on deck, 
or the moment they seated themselves in steamer 
chairs together, the urbane, always polite Mr. Kens- 
ington appeared on the scene and said, ‘‘ Miss So- 
and-So, Mrs. Serivener-Yapling would like to speak 
with you.” 

Then the young lady would go with Mr. Kensing- 
ton, while the young gentleman was apt to use strong 
language and gnash his teeth. 

Mr. Kensington seemed lynx-eyed. There was no 
escaping him. Many in the smoking-room no doubt 
would have liked to have picked a flaw in his cha- 
racter if they could. One even spoke of the old 
chestnut about a man who had no small vices being 
certain to have some very large ones; but even the 
speakers themselves did not believe this, and any one 
could see at a glance that Mr. Kensington was a man 
of sterling character. Some hinted that his wife was 
the victim of his cruelty, and kept her state-room 
only because she knew that he was so fond of the 
“‘dragon’s”’ company, and possibly that of some of 
the young ladies as well. But this grotesque senti- 
ment did not pass current even in the smoking-room. 
Nevertheless, although he was evidently so good a 


A LADIES’ MAN. 185 


man, he was certainly the most unpopular individual 
on board The Tub. The hatred that Stewart Mon- 
tague felt for him ever since that episode in the 
smoking-room was almost grotesque. 

Montague had somehow managed to get a contrite 
note of apology and distress to Miss Fleming, and 
several times the alert Mr. Kensington had caught 
them together, and asked Miss Fleming with the 
utmost respect to come down and see Mrs. Scrivener- 
Yapling. 

All in all the ‘‘dragon” did not have a very easy 
time of it. She fussed around like any other old hen 
who had in charge a brood of ducks. 

Once I thought there was going to be a row between 
Montague and Kensington. He met that gentleman 
in a secluded part of the deck, and, going up to him, 
said— 

“You old wife deserter, why can’t you attend to 
your own affairs ?” 

Kensington turned deadly pale at this insult, and 
his fists clinched— 

‘What do you mean ?” he said huskily. 

‘‘T mean what I say. Why don’t you take your 
own wife walking on the deck, and leave the young 
ladies alone. It’s none of your business with whom 
they walk.” 

Kensington seemed about to reply; but he thought 
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better of it, turned on his heel, and left Montague 
standing there. 

The old Tub worried her way across the ocean, and 
reached the bar at Liverpool just in time to be too 
late to. cross it that night. Word was passed along 
that a tender would come out from Liverpool for us, 
which was not a very cheering prospect, as we would 
have two hours’ sail at least in what was practically 
an open boat. 

Finally the tender came alongside, and the baggage 
was dumped down upon it. All of us gathered 
together ready to leave The Tub. Mr. Kensington, 
with his closely-veiled wife hanging on his arm, was 
receiving the thanks and congratulations of the 
“dragon.” The fifteen girls were all around her. 
Before any one started down the sloping gangway 
plank, however, two policemen, accompanied by a 
woman, hurried up on board The Tub. 

‘“Now, madam,” said the policeman, ‘is he 
here?” 

We saw that trouble was coming, and everybody 
looked at everybody else. 

‘Is he here ?”’ cried the woman excitedly ; ‘there 
he stands, the villain. Oh, you villain, you scoundrel, 
you mean rascal, to leave me, as you thought, penni- 
less in New York, and desert your own wife and family 
for that—that creature !” 
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We all looked at Kensington, and his face was 
greenish-pale. The heavily veiled woman shrunk 
behind him, and the policeman tried to make the 
true wife keep quiet. 

“Is your name Braughton ? 

Kensington did not answer. His eyes were riveted 
on his wife. ‘‘In the name of God,” he cried aghast, 
*‘ how did you come here ?”’ 

*‘How did I come here,” she shrieked. ‘‘Oh, you 
thought you slipped away nicely, didn’t you? But 
you forgot that the Clipper left the next day, and 
I’ve been here two days waiting for you. You little 
thought when you deserted me and my children in 
New York that we would be here to confront you at 
Liverpool.” 

‘Come, come,” said the policeman, ‘‘ there’s no 
use of this. Iam afraid you will have to come with 
ie, BLE,” 

They took him in charge, and the irate wife then 
turned like a tigress on the heavily veiled woman 
who was with him. 

‘‘ No wonder you are ashamed to show your face,” 
she cried. 

“Come, come,” said the policeman, ‘‘ come, come.” 
And they managed to induce her to say no more. 

‘‘Madam,” said young Montague to the speech- 
less “dragon,” ‘‘I want to ask your permission to 
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allow me to carry Miss Fleming’s hand-baggage 
ashore.” 

‘‘ How dare you speak to me, sir,” she answered. 

‘“‘ Because,” he said, in a low voice, ‘“‘I thought 
perhaps you wouldn’t like an account of this affair to 
go to the Boston newspapers. I’m a newspaper 
man, you see,” he added, with unblushing mendacity. 
Then, turning to Miss Fleming, he said, ‘‘ Won’t you 
allow me to carry this for you?” 

Miss Fleming surrendered the natty little handbag 
she had with her, and smiled. The “‘ dragon” made 
no objection. 


A SOCIETY FOR THE REFORMATION 
OF POKER PLAYERS. 


“O Unseen Hand that ever makes and deals us, 
And plays our game! 
That now obscures and then to light reveals us, 
Serves blanks or fame. 
How vain our shuffling, bluff and weak pretending ! 
*Tis Thou alone can name the final ending.” 


Tue seductive game of poker is one that I do not 
understand. I do not care to understand it, because 
it cannot be played without the putting up of a good 
deal of the coin of the realm, and although I have 
nothing to say against betting, my own theory of 
conduct in the matter is this, that I want no man’s 
money which I do not earn, and I do not want any 
man to get my money unless he earns it. So it 
happens, in the matter of cards, I content myself with 
eucre and other games which do not require the 
wagering of money. 

On board the Atlantic steamers there is always 
more or less gambling. I have heard it said that 
men make trips to and fro merely for the purpose of 


fleecing their fellow-passengers; but, except in one 
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instance, I never had any experience with this sort 
of thing. 

Our little society for the reformation of poker 
players, or to speak more correctly, for the reforma- 
tion of one particular poker player, was formed one 
bright starlight night, latitude such a number, and 
longitude something else, as four of us sat on a seat 
at the extreme rear end of the great steamer. We 
four, with one other, sat at a small table in the saloon. 
One of the small tables on a Transatlantic steamer 
is very pleasant if you have a nice crowd with you. 
A seat at a small table compares with a seat at the 
large table as living in a village compares with living 
inacity. You have some individuality at the short 
table; you are merely one of a crowd at the long 
table. Our small table was not quite full. I had 
the honour of sitting at the head of it, and on each 
side of me were two young fellows, making five 
altogether. We all rather prided ourselves on the 
fact that there were no ladies at our little table. 

The young Englishman who sat at my right hand 
at the corner of the table was going out to America 
to learn farming. I could, myself, have taught him 
a good deal about it, but I refrained from throw- 
ing cold water on his enthusiastic ideas about 
American agriculture. His notion was that it was 
an occupation mostly made up of hunting and fishing, 
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and having a good time generally. The profits, he 
thought, were large and easily acquired. He had 
guns with him, and beautiful fishing-rods, and things 
of that sort. He even had a vague idea that he 
might be able to introduce fox-hunting in the rural 
district to which he was going. He understood, and 
regretted the fact, that we in the United States were 
rather behindhand in the matter of fox-hunting. 
He had a good deal of money with him, I understood, 
and he had already paid a hundred pounds to a firm 
in England that had agreed to place him on a farm 
in America. Of course, now that the money had 
been paid, there was no use in telling the young man 
he had been a fool. He would find that out soon 
enough when he got to America. Henry Storm was 
his name, and a milder mannered man with a more 
unsuitable name could hardly be found. The first 
two or three days out he was the life of our party. 
We all liked him, in fact, nobody could help liking 
him; but, as the voyage progressed, he grew more and 
more melancholy, and, what was really serious, took 
little food, which is not natural in an Englishman. 
I thought somebody had been telling him what a 
fool he had been to pay away his hundred pounds 
before leaving England, but young Smith of Rochester, 
who sat at my left, told me what the trouble was one 
day as we walked the deck. 
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“Do you know,” he began, ‘‘ that Henry Storm is 
being robbed ?”’ 

‘Being robbed?” I answered; ‘‘ you mean he 
has been robbed.” 

“‘ Well, has been, and is being, too. The thing is 
going on yet. He is playing altogether too much 
poker in the smoking-room, and has lost a pile of 
money—wmore, I imagine, than he can well afford.” 

“That’s what’s the trouble with him, is it? Well, 
he ought to know better than to play for bigger stakes 
than he can afford to lose.” 

“Oh, it’s easy to say that; but he’s in the hands 
of a swindler, of a professional gambler. You see 
that man?” He lowered his voice as he spoke, and 
I looked in the direction of his glance. By this time 
we knew, in a way, everybody on board the ship. The 
particular man Smith pointed out was a fellow I had 
noticed a good deal, who was very quiet and gentle- 
manly, interfering with nobody, and talking with few. 
I had spoken to him once, but he had answered 
rather shortly, and, apparently to his relief, and 
certainly to my own, our acquaintance ceased where 
it began. He had jet black beard and hair, both 
rather closely clipped; and he wore a fore and aft 
cap, which never improves a man’s appearance very 
much. 


’ 


“That man,” continued Smith, as he passed us, 
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‘was practically under arrest for gambling on the 
steamer in which I came over. It seems that he is 
a regular professional gambler, who does nothing but 
go across the ocean and back again, fleecing young 
fellows like Storm.” 

“Does he cheat?” I asked. 

*‘He doesn’t need to. He plays poker. An old 
hand, and a cool one, has no occasion to cheat at that 
game to get a young one’s money away from him. 

‘‘Then why doesn’t some one warn young Storm ?”’ 

“Well, that’s just what I wanted to speak to you 
about. I think it ought to be done. I think we 
should call a meeting of our table, somewhere out 
here in the quiet, and have a talk over it, and make 
up our minds what is to be done. It’s a delicate 
matter, you know, and I am afraid we are a little 
late as it is. I do believe young Storm has lost 
nearly all his money to that fellow.” 

‘‘Can’t he be made to disgorge ?”’ 

‘‘How? The money has been won fairly enough, 
as that sort of thing goes. Other fellows have played 
with them. It isn’t as if he had been caught cheating 
—he hasn’t, and won’t be. He doesn’t cheat—he 
doesn’t need to, as I said before. Now that gambler 
pretends he is a commercial traveller from Buffalo. 
I know Buffalo down to the ground, so I took him 
aside yesterday and said plumply to him, ‘ What firm 

o 
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in Buffalo do you represent ?’ He answered shortly 
that his business was his own affair. I said, ‘ Cer- 
tainly it is, and you are quite right in keeping it 
dark. When I was coming over to Europe, I saw 
a man in your line of business who looked very much 
like you, practically put under arrest by the purser 
for gambling. You were travelling for a St. Louis 
house then.’ ” 

‘** What did he say to that?” 

‘‘Nothing; he just gave me one of those sly, 
sinister looks of his, turned on his heel, and left me.” 

The result of this conversation was the inauguration 
of the Society for the Reforming of a Poker Player. 
It was agreed between us that if young Storm had 
lost all his money we would subscribe enough as a 
loan to take care of him until he got a remittance 
from home. Of course we knew that any young 
fellow who goes out to America to begin farming, 
does not, as a general rule, leave people in England 
exceedingly well off, and probably this fact, more 
than any other, accounted for the remorse visible 
on Storm’s countenance. We knew quite well that 
the offering of money to him would be a very deli- 
cate matter, but it was agreed that Smith should 
take this in hand if we saw the offer was necessary. 
Then I, as the man who sat at the head of the 
table, was selected to speak to young Storm, and, 
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if possible, get him to abandon poker. I knew this 
was a somewhat impudent piece of business on my 
part, and so I took that evening to determine how 
best to perform the task set for me. I resolved to 
walk the deck with him in the morning, and have 
a frank talk over the matter. 

When the morning came, I took young Storm’s 
arm and walked two or three turns up and down the 
deck, but all the while I could not get up courage 
enough to speak with him in relation to gambling. 
When he left me, I again thought over the matter. 
I concluded to go into the smoking-room myself, sit 
down beside him, see him lose some money and use 
that fact as a text for my coming discourse on the 
evils of gambling. After luncheon I strolled into 
the smoking-room, and there sat this dark-faced 
man with his half-closed eyes opposite young Storm, 
while two others made up the four-handed game of 
poker. 

Storm’s face was very pale, and his lips seemed 
dry, for he moistened them every now and then as 
the game went on. He was sitting on the sofa, and 
I sat down beside him, paying no heed to the dark 
gambler’s look of annoyance. However, the alleged 
Buffalo man said nothing, for he was not a person 
who did much talking. Storm paid no attention to 
me as I sat down beside him. The gambler had 
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just dealt. It was very interesting to see the way he 
looked at his hand. He allowed merely the edges 
of the cards to show over each other, and then 
closed up his hand and seemed to know just what he 
had.. When young Storm looked at his hand he 
gave a sort of gasp, and for the first time cast his 
eyes upon me. I had seen his hand, but did not 
know whether it was a good one or not, I imagined 
it was not very good, because all the cards were of 
a low denomination. Threes or fours I think, but 
four of the cards had a like number of spots. There 
was some money in the centre of the table. Storm 
pushed a half-crown in front of him, and the next 
man did the same. The gambler put down a half- 
sovereign, and the man at his left, after a moment’s 
hesitation, shoved out an equal amount from the pile 
of gold in front of him. 

Young Storm pushed out a sovereign. 

“Tm out,” said the man whose next bet it was, 
throwing down his cards. 

The gambler raised it a sovereign, and the man 
at his left dropped out. It now rested between 
Storm and the gambler. Storm increased the bet a 
sovereign. The gambler then put on a five-pound 
note. 

Storm said to me huskily, ‘Have you any money ?” 

“Yes,” I answered him. 
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‘Lend me five pounds if you can.” 

Now, the object of my being there was to stop 
gambling, not to encourage it. I was the president 
pro tem. of the Society for the Reformation of Poker 
Players, yet I dived into my pocket, pulled out my 
purse under the table and slipped a five-pound note 
into his hand. He put that on the table as if he had 
just taken it from his own pocket. 

**T call you,” he said. 

“‘What have you got ?” asked the gambler. 

‘Four fours,” said Storm, putting down his 
hand. 

The gambler closed up his and threw the cards 
over to the man who was to deal. Storm paused a 
moment and then pulled towards him the money in 
the centre of the table and handed me my five-pound 
note. 

When the cards were next dealt, Storm seemed to 
have rather an ordinary hand, so apparently had all 
the rest, and there was not much money in the pile. 
But, poor as Storm’s hand was, the rest appeared to 
be poorer, and he raked in the cash. This went on 
for two or three deals, and finding that, as Storm was 
winning all the time, although not heavily, I was not 
getting an object lesson against gambling, I made a 
move to go. 

“Stay where you are,” whispered Storm to me, 
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pinching my knee with his hand so hard that I 
almost cried out. 

Then it came to the gambler’s turn to deal again. 
All the time he deftly shuffled the cards he watched 
the players with that furtive glance of his from out 
his half-shut eyes. 

Storm’s hand was a remarkable one, after he had 
drawn two cards, but I did not know whether it had 
any special value or not. The other players drew 
three cards each, and the gambler took one. 

‘‘How much money have you got?” whispered 
Storm to me. 

“I don’t know,” I said, “‘perhaps a hundred 
pounds.” 

‘‘Be prepared to lend me every penny of it,”’ he 
whispered. 

I said nothing; but I never knew the president of 
a society for the suppression of gambling to be in 
such a predicament. 

Storm bet a sovereign. The player to his left 
threw down his hand. The gambler pushed out two 
sovereigns. The other player went out. 

Storm said, ‘‘I see your bet, and raise you another 
sovereign.” The gambler, without saying a word, 
shoved forward some more gold. 

‘‘Get your money ready,” whispered Storm to 
me. 
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I did not quite like his tone, but I made allowance 
for the excitement under which he was evidently 
labouring. 

He threw on a five-pound note. The gambler put 
down another five-pound note, and then, as if it were 
the slightest thing possible, put a ten-pound note on 
top of that, which made the side players gasp. Storm 
had won sufficient to cover the bet and raise it. 
After that I had to feed in to him five-pound notes, 
keeping count of their number on my fingers as I 
didso. The first to begin to hesitate about putting 
money forward was the gambler. He shot a glance 
now and again from under his eyebrows at the young 
man opposite. Finally, when my last five-pound 
note had been thrown on the pile, the gambler spoke 
for the first time. 

“JT call you,” he said. 

‘Put down another five-pound note,” cried the 
young man. 

‘“‘T have called you,” said the gambler. 

Henry Storm half rose from his seat in his excite- 
ment. ‘‘Put down another five-pound note, if you 
dare.” 

‘‘That isn’t poker,” said the gambler. ‘I have 
called you. What have you got?” 

‘‘Put down another five-pound note, and I’ll put 
a ten-pound note on top of it.” 
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“T gay that isn’t poker. You have been called. 
What have you got?” 

‘‘T’ll bet you twenty pounds against your five-pound 
note, if you dare put it down.” 

By this time Storm was standing up, quivering 
with excitement, his cards tightly clenched in his 
hand. The gambler sat opposite him calm and 
imperturbable. 

‘‘What have you got?” said Storm. 

“‘T called you,” said the gambler, ‘show your 
hand.” 

“Yes; but when I called you, you asked me what 
Thad, andI told you. What have you got?” 

“T am not afraid to show my hand,” said the 
gambler, and he put down on the table four aces. 

“‘There’s the king of hearts,” said Storm, putting 
it down on the table. ‘‘ There’s the queen of hearts, 
there’s the knave of hearts, there’s the ten of hearts. 
Now,” he cried, waving his other card in the air, 
‘gan you tell me what this card is?” 

“Tam sure I don’t know,” answered the gambler, 
quietly, ‘‘ probably the nine of hearts.” 

“Tt is the nine of hearts,” shouted Storm, placing 
it down beside the others. 

The gambler quietly picked up the cards, and 
handed them to the man who was to deal. Storm’s 
hands were trembling with excitement as he pulled 
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the pile of bank notes and gold towards him. He 
counted out what I had given him, and passed it to 
me under the table. The rest he thrust into his 
pocket. 

“Come,” I said, “it is time to go. Don’t strain 
your luck.” 

‘‘ Another five pounds,” he whispered; ‘‘ sit where 
you are.” 

‘“Nonsense,” I said, ‘‘another five pounds will 
certainly mean that you lose everything you have 
won. Come away, I want to talk with you.” 

‘* Another five pounds, I have sworn it.” 

‘“‘Very well, I shall not stay here any longer.” 

‘“No, no,” he cried eagerly; ‘sit where you are, 
sit where you are.” 

There was a grim thin smile on the lips of the 
gambler as this whispered conversation took place. 

When the next hand was dealt around and Storm 
looked at his cards, he gave another gasp of delight. 
I thought that a poker player should not be so free 
with his emotions; but of course I said nothing. 
When it came his time to bet, he planked down a five- 
pound note on the table. The other two, as was 
usual, put down their cards. They were evidently 
very timorous players. The gambler hesitated for 
a second, then he put a ten-pound note on Storm’s 
five-pounds. Storm at once saw him, and raised him 
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ten. The gambler hesitated longer this time, but at 
last he said, “‘I shall not bet. What have you got?” 

‘Do you call me?” asked Storm. ‘Put up your 
money if you do.” 

“No, I do not call you.” 

Storm laughed and threw his cards face up on 
the table. ‘“‘I have nothing,” he said, “I have 
bluffed you for once.” 

‘It is very often done,” answered the gambler, 
quietly, as Storm drew in his pile of money, stuffing 
it again in his coat pocket. ‘‘ Your deal, Storm.” 

“No, sir,” said the young man, rising up; ‘I'll 
never touch a poker hand again. I have got my own 
money back and five or ten pounds over. I know 
when I’ve had enough.” 

Although it was Storm’s deal, the gambler had 
the pack of cards in his hand idly shuffling them to 
and fro. 

“T have often heard,’ he said slowly without 
raising his eyes, “that when one fool sits down 
beside another fool at poker, the player has the luck 
of two fools but I never believed it before.” 





THE MAN WHO WAS NOT ON THE 
PASSENGER LIST. 


“The well-sworn Lie, franked to the world with all 
The circumstance of proof, 
Cringes abashed, and sneaks along the wall 
At the first sight of Truth. 
Tue Gibrontus of the Hot Cross Bun Line was at one 
time the best ship of that justly celebrated fleet. All 
steamships have, of course, their turn at the head 
of the fleet until a better boat is built, but the 
Gibrontus is even now a reasonably fast and popular 
boat. An accident happened on board the Gibrontus 
some years ago which was of small importance to 
the general public, but of some moment to Richard 
Keeling—for it killed him. The poor man got only 
a line or two in the papers when the steamer arrived 
at New York, and then they spelled his name 
wrong. It had happened something like this: 
Keeling was wandering around very late at night, 
when he should have been in his bunk, and he 
stepped on a dark place that he thought was solid. 
As it happened, there was nothing between him 
and the bottom of the hold but space. They 
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buried Keeling at sea, and the officers knew abso- 
lutely nothing about the matter when inquisitive 
passengers, hearing rumours, questioned them. This 
state of things very often exists both on sea and 
land, as far as officials are concerned. Mrs. Keeling, 
who had been left in England while her husband 
went to America to make his fortune, and tumbled 
down a hole instead, felt aggrieved at the company. 
The company said that Keeling had no business to 
be nosing around dark places on the deck at that 
time of night, and doubtless their contention was 
just. Mrs. Keeling, on the other hand, held tnat a 
steamer had no right to have such mantraps open 
at any time, night or day, without having them 
properly guarded, and in that she was also probably 
correct. The company was very sorry, of course, 
that the thing had occurred; but they refused to pay 
for Keeling unless compelled to do so by the law of 
the land, and there matters stood. No one can tell 
what the law of the land will do when it is put in 
motion, although many people thought that if Mrs. 
Keeling had brought a suit against the Hot Cross 
Bun Company, she would have won it. But Mrs. 
Keeling was @ poor woman, and you have to put a 
penny in the slot when you want the figures of justice 
to work, so the unfortunate creature signed some- 
thing which the lawyer of the company had written 


NOT ON THE PASSENGER LIST. 205 


out, and accepted the few pounds which Keeling had 
paid for Room 18 on the Gibrontus. It would seem 
that this ought to have settled the matter, for the 
lawyer told Mrs. Keeling he thought the company 
acted very generously in refunding the passage 
money; but it didn’t settle the matter. Within a 
year from that time, the company voluntarily paid 
Mrs. Keeling £2100 for her husband. Now that the 
occurrence is called to your mind, you will perhaps 
remember the editorial one of the leading London 
dailies had on the extraordinary circumstance, in 
which it was very ably shown that the old saying 
about corporations having no souls to be condemned 
or bodies to be kicked did not apply in these days of 
commercial honour and integrity. It was a very 
touching editorial, and it caused tears to be shed on 
the Stock Exchange, the members haying had no 
idea, before reading it, that they were so noble and 
generous. 

How, then, was it that the Hot Cross Bun Com- 
pany did this commendable act when their lawyer 
took such pains to clear them of all legal liability ? 
The purser of the Gibrontus, who is now old and 
superannuated, could probably tell you if he liked. 

When the negotiations with Mrs. Keeling had been 
brought to a satisfactory conclusion by the lawyer 
of the company, and when that gentleman was 
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rubbing his hands over his easy victory, the good 
ship Gibrontus was steaming out of the Mersey 
on her way to New York. The stewards in the grand 
saloon were busy getting things in order for dinner, 
when a wan and gaunt passenger spoke to one of 
them. 

‘‘ Where have you placed me at table?” he asked. 

‘What name, sir?” asked the steward. 

“* Keeling.” 

The steward looked along the main tables, up one 
side and down the other, reading the cards, but 
nowhere did he find the name he was in search of. 
Then he looked at the small tables, but also without 
success. 

‘How do you spell it, sir?” he asked the patient 
passenger. : 

“‘K-double-e-l-i-n-g.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

Then he looked up and down the four rows of 
names on the passenger list he held in his hand, 
but finally shook his head. 

“‘T can’t find your name on the passenger list,” 
he said. ‘‘T’ll speak to the purser, sir.”’ 

“‘T wish you would,” replied the passenger in a 
listless way, as if he had not much interest in the 
matter. The passenger, whose name was not on the 
list, waited until the steward returned. 
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‘Would you mind stepping into the purser’s room 
for a moment, sir? I'll show you the way, sir.” 

When the passenger was shown into the purser’s 
room that official said to him, in the urbane manner 
of pursers— 

“Might I look at your ticket, sir?” 

The passenger pulled a long pocket-book from the 
inside of his coat, opened it, and handed the purser 
the document it contained. The purser scrutinized 
it sharply, and then referred to a list he had on 
the desk before him. 

‘‘This is very strange,” he said at last. ‘I never 
knew such a thing to occur before, although, of 
course, it is always possible. The people on shore 
have in some unaccountable manner left your name 
out of my list. I am sorry you have been put to 
any inconvenience, sir.” 

‘“‘There has been no inconvenience so far,” said 
the passenger, ‘“‘and I trust there will be none. You 
find the ticket regular, I presume ?” 

‘Quite so—quite so,” replied the purser. Then, 
to the waiting steward, ‘“‘Give Mr. Keeling any 
place he prefers at the table which is not already 
taken. You have Room 18.” 

«That was what I bought at Liverpool.” 

‘Well, I see you have the room to yourself, and 
I hope you will find it comfortable. Have you ever 
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crossed with us before, sir? I seem to recollect your 
face.” 

‘“‘T have never been in America.” 

“Ah! I see so many faces, of course, that I 
sometimes fancy I know a man when I don’t. Well, 
I hope you will have a pleasant voyage, sir.” 

“Thank you.” 

No. 18 was not a popular passenger. People 
seemed instinctively to shrink from him, although it 
must be admitted that he made no advances. All 
went well until the Gibrontus was about half-way over. 
One forenoon the ehief officer entered the captain’s 
room with a pale face, and, shutting the door after 
him, said— 

‘“‘T am very sorry to have to report, sir, that one 
of the passengers has fallen into the hold.” 

‘‘Good heavens!’’ cried the captain. “Is he 
hunts 

‘* He is killed, sir.” 

The captain stared aghast at his subordinate. 

‘‘How did it happen? I gave the strictest orders 
that those places were on no account to be left un- 
guarded.” 

Although the company had held to Mrs. Keeling 
that the captain was not to blame, their talk with 
that gentleman was of an entirely different tone. 

‘‘That is the strange part of it, sir. The hatch has 
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not been opened this voyage, sir, and was securely 
bolted down.” 

“Nonsense! Nobody will believe such a story! 
Some one has been careless! Ask the purser to 
come here, please.” 

When the purser saw the body, he recollected, and 
came as near fainting as a purser can. 

They dropped Keeling overboard in the night, 
and the whole affair was managed so quietly that 
nobody suspected anything, and, what is the most in- 
credible thing in this story, the New York papers 
did not have a word about it. What the Liverpool 
office said about the matter nobody knows, but it 
must have stirred up something like a breeze in that 
strictly business locality. It is likely they pooh- 
poohed the whole affair, for, strange to say, when the 
purser tried to corroborate the story with the dead 
man’s ticket the document was nowhere to be found. 

The Gibrontus started out on her next voyage from 
Liverpool with all her colours flying, but some of 
her officers had a vague feeling of unrest within them 
which reminded them of the time they first sailed 
on the heaving seas. The purser was seated in his 
room, busy, as pursers always are at the beginning 
of a voyage, when there was a rap at the door. 

‘Come in!” shouted the important official, and 
there entered unto him a stranger, who said— 

P 
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‘Are you the purser ?” 

‘*Yes, sir. What can I do for you?” 

**T have room No. 18.” 

‘*What!’’ cried the purser, with a gasp, almost 
jumping from his chair. Then he looked at the 
robust man before him, and sank back with a sigh 
of relief. It was not Keeling. 

“‘T have room No. 18,” continued the passenger, 
‘‘and the arrangement I made with your people in 
Liverpool was that I was to have the room to 
myself. Ido a great deal of shipping over your 2 

‘Yes, my dear sir,” said the purser, after having 
looked rapidly over his list, ‘‘you have No. 18 to 
yourself.” 





“So I told the man who is unpacking his luggage 
there; but he showed me his ticket, and it was issued 
before mine. I can’t quite understand why your 
people should——” 

‘What kind of a looking man is he?” 

“A thin, unhealthy, cadaverous man, who doesn’t 
look as if he would last till the voyage ends. I don’t 
want him for a room mate, if I have to have one. 
I think you ought 7 

“JT will, sir. Iwill make it all right. I suppose, if 
it should happen that a mistake has been made, and 
he has the prior claim to the room, you would not 
mind taking No. 24—it is a larger and better room.” 
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“That will suit me exactly.” 

So the purser locked his door and went down 
to No. 18. 

“Well?” he said to its occupant. 

‘‘ Well,” answered Mr. Keeling, looking up at him 
with his cold and fishy eyes. 

‘*You’re here again, are you ?”’ 

“‘T’m here again, and I will be here again. And 
again and again, and again and again. 

**Now, what the *? Then the purser hesitated 
a moment, and thought perhaps he had better not 





swear, with that icy, clammy gaze fixed upon him. 
<‘What object have you in all this?” 

“Object ? The very simple one of making your 
company live up to its contract. From Liverpool 
to New York, my ticket reads. I paid for being 
landed in the United States, not for being dumped 
overboard in mid-ocean. Do you think you can take 
me over? You have had two tries at it and have 
not succeeded. Yours is a big and powerful company 
too.” 

“Tf you know we can’t do it, then why do 
2?” The purser hesitated. 





ou 
: ‘“‘Pester you with my presence?” suggested Mr. 
Keeling. ‘Because I want you to do justice. Two 
thousand pounds is the price, and I will raise it one 
hundred pounds every trip.” 
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This time the New York papers got hold of the 
incident, but not of its peculiar features. They spoke 
of the extraordinary carelessness of the officers in 
allowing practically the same accident to occur twice 
on the same boat. When the Gibrontus reached 
Liverpool all the officers, from the captain down, 
sent in their resignations. Most of the sailors did 
not take the trouble to resign, but cut for it. The 
managing director was annoyed at the newspaper 
comments, but laughed at the rest of the story. He 
was invited to come over and interview Keeling for 
his own satisfaction, most of the officers promising to 
remain on the ship if he did so. He took Room 
18 himself. What happened I do not know, for the 
purser refused to sail again on the Gibrontus, and was 
given another ship. 

But this much is certain. When the managing 
director got back, the company generously paid Mrs. 
Keeling £2100. 


THE TERRIBLE EXPERIENCE OF 
PLODKINS. 


“ Which—life or death? ’Tis a gambler’s chance! 
Yet, unconcerned, we spin and dance, 
On the brittle thread of circumstance.” 
I vunperstanp that Plodkins is in the habit of 
referring sceptical listeners to me, and telling them 
that I will substantiate every word of his story. 
Now this is hardly fair of Plodkins. I can certainly 
corroborate part of what he says, and I can bear 
witness to the condition in which I found him after 
his ordeal was over. So I have thought it best, in 
order to set myself right with the public, to put 
down exactly what occurred. If I were asked whether 
or not I believe Plodkins’ story myself, I would have 
to answer that sometimes I believe it, and sometimes 
Ido not. Of course Plodkins will be offended when 
he reads this, but there are other things that I have 
to say about him which will perhaps enrage him still 
more; still they are the truth. For instance, Plodkins 
can hardly deny, and yet probably he will deny, that 
he was one of the most talented drinkers in America. 
I venture to say that every time he set foot in Liver- 
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pool coming Hast, or in New York going West, he 
was just on the verge of delirium tremens, because, 
being necessarily idle during the voyage, he did little 
else but drink and smoke. I never knew a man who 
could take so much liquor and show such small re- 
sults. The fact was, that in the morning Plodking 
was never at his best, because he was nearer sober then 
than at any other part of the day; but, after dinner, 
amore entertaining, genial, generous, kind-hearted 
man than Hiram Plodkins could not be found any- 
where. 

I want to speak of Plodkins’ story with the calm, 
dispassionate manner of a judge, rather than with the 
partisanship of a favourable witness; and although 
my allusion to Plodkins’ habits of intoxication may 
seem to him defamatory in character, and unneces- 
sary, yet I mention them only to show that some- 
thing terrible must have occurred in the bath-room 
to make him stop short. The extraordinary thing is, 
from that day to this Plodkins has not touched a 
drop of intoxicating liquor, which fact in itself strikes 
me as more wonderful than the story he tells. 

Plodkins was a frequent crosser on the Atlantic 
steamers. He was connected with commercial houses 
on both sides of the ocean; selling in America for 
an English house, and buying in England for an 
American establishment. I presume it was his ex- 
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periences in selling goods that led to his terrible 
habits of drinking. I understood from him that out 
West, if you are selling goods you have to do a great 
deal of treating, and every time you treat another 
man to a glass of wine, or a whiskey cocktail, you 
have, of course, to drink with him. But this has 
nothing to do with Plodkins’ story. 

On an Atlantic liner, when there is a large list of 
passengers, especially of English passengers, it is 
difficult to get a convenient hour in the morning at 
which to take a bath. This being the case, the 
purser usually takes down the names of applicants 
and assigns each a particular hour. Your hour may 
be, say seven o’clock in the morning. The next 
man comes on at half-past seven, and the third man 
at eight, and so on. The bedroom steward raps at 
your door when the proper time arrives, and informs 
you that the bath is ready. You wrap a dressing- 
gown or a cloak around you, and go along the silent 
corridors to the bath-room, coming back, generally 
before your half hour is up, like a giant refreshed. 

Plodkins’ bath hour was seven o’clock in the morn- 
ing. Mine was half-past seven. On the particular 
morning in question the steward did not call me, 
and I thought he had forgotten, so I passed along 
the dark corridor and tried the bath-room door. 
I found it unbolted, and as everything was quiet 
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inside, I entered. I thought nobody was there, 
so I shoved the bolt in the door, and went over 
to see if the water had been turned on. The 
light was a little dim even at that time of the 
morning, and I must say I was horror-stricken to 
see, lying in the bottom of the bath-tub, with his 
eyes fixed on the ceiling, Plodkins. I am quite 
willing to admit that I was never so startled in my 
life. I thought at first Plodkins was dead, notwith- 
standing his open eyes staring at the ceiling; but 
he murmured, in a sort of husky far-away whisper, 
“Thank God,” and then closed his eyes. 

“What's the matter, Plodkins?”’ I said. ‘‘ Are you ill? 
Whait’s the matter with you? Shall I call for help ?” 

There was a feeble negative motion of the head. 
Then he said, in a whisper, “‘ Is the door bolted ?” 

“Yes,” I answered. 

After another moment’s pause, I said— 

‘Shall I ring, and get you some whiskey or brandy?”’ 

Again he shook his head. 

‘Help me to get up,” he said feebly. 

He was very much shaken, and I had some trouble 
in getting him on his feet, and seating him on the 
one chair in the room. 

“You had better come to my state-room,” I said; 
“it is nearer than yours. What has happened to 
you ?” 
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He replied, “I will go in a moment. Wait a 
minute.” And I waited. 

“Now,” he continued, when he had apparently 
pulled himself together a bit, “just turn on the 
electric light, will you?” 

I reached up to the peg of the electric light and 
turned it on. A shudder passed over Plodkins’ frame, 
but he said nothing. He seemed puzzled, and once 
more I asked him to let me take him to my state- 
room, but he shook his head. 

“Turn on the water.” I did so. 

“Turn out the electric light.” I did that also. 

** Now,” he added, “ put your hand in the water 
and turn on the electric light.” 

I was convinced Plodkins had become insane, but 
I recollected I was there alone with him, shaky as 
he was, in a room with a bolted door, so I put my 
fingers in the water and attempted to turn on the 
electric light. I got a shock that was very much 
greater than that which I received when I saw Plod- 
kins lying at the bottom of the bath-tub. I gave a 
yell and a groan, and staggered backwards. Then 
Plodkins laughed a feeble laugh. 

‘“Now,” he said, “I will go with you to your 
state-room.” 

The laugh seemed to have braced up Plodkins like 
a glass of liquor would have done, and when we got 
to my state-room he was able to tell me what had 
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happened. As a sort of preface to his remarks, I 
would like to say a word or two about that bath-tub. 
It was similar to bath-tubs on board other steamers ; 
a great and very deep receptacle of solid marble. 
There were different nickel-plated taps for letting 
in hot or cold water, or fresh water or salt water 
as was desired; and the escape-pipe instead of being 
at the end, as it is in most bath-tubs, was in the 
centre. It was the custom of the bath-room steward 
to fill it about half full of water at whatever tempera- 
ture you desired. Then, placing a couple of towels 
on the rack, he would go and call the man whose 
hour it was to bathe. 

Plodkins said, ‘‘ When I went in there everything 
appeared as usual, except that the morning was very 
dark. I stood in the bath-tub, the water coming 
nearly to my knees, and reached up to turn on the 
electric light. The moment I touched the brass key 
I received a shock that simply paralyzed me. I 
think liquor has something to do with the awful 
effect the electricity had upon me, because I had 
taken too much the night before, and was feeling 
very shaky indeed ; but the result was that I simply 
fell full length in the bath-tub just as you found me. 
{ was unable to move anything except my fingers 
and toes. I did not appear to be hurt in the least, 
and my senses, instead of being dulled by the shock, 
seemed to be preternaturally sharp, and I realized 
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in a moment that if this inability to move remained 
with me for five minutes I was a dead man—dead, 
not from the shock, but by drowning. I gazed up 
through that clear green water, and I could see the 
ripples on the surface slowly subsiding after my 
_ plunge into the tub. It reminded me of looking into 
an aquarium. You know how you see up through 
the water to the surface with the bubbles rising to 
the top. I knew that nobody would come in for at 
least half an hour, and even then I couldn’t remember 
whether I had bolted the door or not. Sometimes 
T bolt it, and sometimes I don’t. I didn’t this morn- 
ing, as it happens. All the time I felt that strength 
was slowly returning to me, for I continually worked 
my fingers and toes, and now feeling seemed 
to be coming up to my wrists and arms. Then I 
remembered that the vent was in the middle of the 
bath-tub ; so, wriggling my fingers around, I got hold 
of the ring, and pulled up the plug. In the dense 
silence that was around me, I could not tell whether 
the water was running out or not; but gazing up 
towards the ceiling I thought I saw the surface 
gradually sinking down and down and down. Of 
course it couldn’t have been more than a few seconds, 
but it seemed to be years and years and years. I 
knew that if once I let my breath go I would be 
drowned, merely by the spasmodic action of my 
lungs trying to recover air. I felt as if I should 
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burst. It was a match against time, with life or 
death as the stake. At first, as I said, my senses 
were abnormally sharp, but, by and by, I began to 
notice that they were wavering. I thought the glassy 
surface of the water, which I could see above me, was 
in reality a great sheet of crystal that somebody was 
pressing down upon me, and I began to think that 
the moment it reached my face I would smother. I 
tried to struggle, but was held with a grip of steel. 
Finally, this slab of crystal came down to my nose, 
and seemed to split apart. I could hold on no 
longer, and with a mighty expiration blew the water 
up towards the ceiling, and drew in a frightful 
smothering breath of salt water, that I blew in turn 
upwards, and the next breath I took in had some 
air with the water. I felt the water tickling the 
corners of my mouth, and receding slower and slower 
down my face and neck. Then I think I must have 
become insensible until just before you entered the 
room. Of course there is something wrong with the 
electric fittings, and there is a leak of electricity ; 
but I think liquor is at the bottom of all this. I 
don’t believe it would have affected me like this if 
I had not been soaked in whiskey.” 

“‘If I were you,” I said, “‘I would leave whiskey 
alone.” 

“Tintend to,” he answered solemnly, ‘‘and bathstoo.”? 


A CASH OF FEVER. 


“O, underneath the blood-red sun, 
No bloodier deed was ever done! 
Nor fiercer retribution sought 
The hand that first red ruin wrought.” 


Tuts is the doctor’s story— 

The doctors on board the Atlantic liners are usually 
young men. They are good-looking and entertaining 
as well, and generally they can play the violin or 
some other instrument that is of great use at the 
inevitable concert which takes place about the middle 
of the Atlantic. They are urbane, polite young men, 
and they chat pleasantly and nicely to the ladies on 
board. I believe that the doctor on the Transatlantic 
steamer has to be there on account of the steerage 
passengers. Of course the doctor goes to the steerage ; 
but I imagine, as a general thing, he does not spend 
any more time there than the rules of the service 
compel him to. The ladies, at least, would be unani- 
mous in saying that the doctor is one of the most 
charming officials on board the ship. 

This doctor, who tells the story I am about to 
relate, was not like the usual Atlantic physician. 
He was older than the average, and, to judge by 
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his somewhat haggard, rugged face, had seen hard 
times and rough usage in different parts of the world. 
Why he came to settle down on an Atlantic steamer— 
a berth which is a starting-point rather than a 
terminus—I have no means of knowing. He never 
told us; but there he was, and one night, as he 
smoked his pipe with us in the smoking-room, we 
closed the door, and compelled him to tell us a story. 

As a preliminary, he took out of his inside pocket 
a book, from which he selected a slip of creased paper, 
which had been there so long that it was rather the 
worse for wear, and had to be tenderly handled. 

‘As a beginning,” said the doctor, “‘I will read 
you what this slip of paper says. It is an extract 
from one of the United States Government Reports in 
the Indian department, and it relates to a case of 
fever, which caused the death of the celebrated Indian 
chief Wolf Tusk. 

“T am not sure that I am doing quite right in 
telling this story. There may be some risk for my- 
self in relating it, and I don’t know exactly what the 
United States Government might have in store for 
me if the truth came to be known. In fact, I am not 
able to say whether I acted rightly or wrongly in the 
matter I have to tell you about. You shall be the 
best judges of that. There is no question but Wolf 
Tusk was an old monster, and there is no question 
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either that the men who dealt with him had been 
erievously—but, then, there is no use in my giving 
you too many preliminaries; each one will say for 
himself whether he would have acted as I did or not. 
I will make my excuses at the end of the story.” 
Then he read the slip of paper. I have not a copy 
of it, and have to quote from memory. It was the 
report of the physician who saw Wolf Tusk die, and 
it went on to say that about nine o’clock in the 
morning a heavy and unusual fever set in on that 
chief. He had been wounded in the battle of the 
day before, when he was captured, and the fever 
attacked all parts of his body. Although the doctor 
had made every effort in his power to relieve the 
Indian, nothing could stop the ravages of the fever. 
At four o’clock in the afternoon, having been in great 
pain, and, during the latter part, delirious, he died, 
and was buried near the spot where he had taken 
ill. This was signed by the doctor. 

‘‘ What I have read you,” said the physician, fold- 
ing up the paper again, and placing it in his pocket- 
book, ‘‘is strictly and accurately true, otherwise, of 
course, I would not have so reported to the Govern- 
ment. Wolf Tusk was the chief of a band of irre- 
concilables, who were now in one part of the West 
and now in another, giving a great deal of trouble 
to the authorities. Wolf Tusk and his band had 
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splendid horses, and they never attacked a force that 
outnumbered their own. In fact, they never attacked 
anything where the chances were not twenty to one in 
their favour, but that, of course, is Indian warfare; and 
in this, Wolf Tusk was no different from his fellows. 

“On one occasion Wolf Tusk and his band swooped 
down on a settlement where they knew that all the 
defenders were away, and no one but women and 
children were left to meet them. Here one of the 
most atrocious massacres of the West took place. 
Every woman and child in the settlement was killed 
under circumstances of inconceivable brutality. The 
buildings, such as they were, were burnt down, and, 
when the men returned, they found nothing but heaps 
of smouldering ruin. 

‘* Wolf Tusk and his band, knowing there would be 
trouble about this, had made for the broken ground 
where they could so well defend themselves. The 
alarm, however, was speedily given, and a company 
of cavalry from the nearest fort started in hot pursuit. 

“‘T was the physician who accompanied the troops. 
The men whose families had been massacred, and 
who were all mounted on swift horses, begged per- 
mission to go with the soldiers, and that permission 
was granted, because it was known that their leader 
would take them after Wolf Tusk on his own account, 
and it was thought better to have every one engaged 
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in the pursuit under the direct command of the chief 
officer. 

“He divided his troop into three parts, one follow- 
ing slowly after Wolf Tusk, and the other two taking 
roundabout ways to head off the savages from the 
broken ground and foothills from which no number 
of United States troops could have dislodged them. 
These flanking parties were partly successful. They 
did not succeed in heading off the Indians entirely, 
but one succeeded in changing their course, and 
throwing the Indians unexpectedly into the way of 
the other flanking party, when a sharp battle took 
place, and, during its progress, we in the rear came 
up. -When the Indians saw our reinforcing party 
come towards them each man broke away for himself 
and made for the wilderness. Wolf Tusk, who had 
been wounded, and had his horse shot under him, did 
not succeed in escaping. The two flanking parties 
now having reunited with the main body, it was 
decided to keep the Indians on the run for a day or 
two at least, and so a question arose as to the 
disposal of the wounded chief. He could not be 
taken with the fighting party ; there were no soldiers 
to spare to take him back, and so the leader of the 
settlers said that as they had had enough of war, they 
would convey him to the fort. Why the commander 
allowed this to be done, I do not know. He must 
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have realized the feelings of the settlers towards the 
man who massacred their wives and children. How- 
ever, the request of the settlers was acceded to, and 
I was ordered back also, as I had been slightly 
wounded. You can see the mark here on my cheek, 
nothing serious; but the commander thought I had 
better get back into the fort, as he was certain there 
would be no more need of my services. The Indians 
were on the run, and would make no further stand. 

‘Tt was about three days’ march from where the 
engagement had taken place to the fort. Wolf Tusk 
was given one of the captured Indian horses. I 
attended to the wound in his leg, and he was strapped 
on the horse, so that there could be no possibility 
of his escaping. 

“We camped the first night in a little belt of 
timber that bordered a small stream, now nearly dry. 
In the morning I was somewhat rudely awakened, 
and found myself tied hand and foot, with two or 
three of the settlers standing over me. They helped 
me to my feet, then half carried and half led me to a 
tree, where they tied me securely to the trunk. 

“«* What are you going todo? What is the mean- 
ing of this?’ I said to them in astonishment. 

‘*** Nothing,’ was the answer of the leader; ‘that 
is, nothing, if you will sign a certain medical report 
which is to go to the Government. You will see, 
from where you are, everything that is going to 
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happen, and we expect you to report truthfully; but 
we will take the liberty of writing the report for you. 

“Then I noticed that Wolf Tusk was tied to a tree 
in a manner similar to myself, and around him had 
been collected a quantity of firewood. This firewood 
was not piled up to his feet, but formed a circle at 
some distance from him, so that the Indian would 
be slowly roasted. 

“There is no use in my describing what took place. 
When I tell you that they lit the fire at nine o’clock, 
and that it was not until four in the afternoon that 
Wolf Tusk died, you will understand the peculiar 
horror of it. 

*** Now,’ said the leader to me when everything was 
over, ‘ here is the report I have written out,’ and he 
read to me the report which I have read to you. 

““¢This dead villain has murdered our wives and 
our children. IfI could have made his torture last 
for two weeks I would have done so. You have made 
every effort to save him by trying to break loose, 
and you have not succeeded. We are not going to 
harm you, even though you refuse to sign this report. 
You cannot bring him to life again, thank God, and 
all you can do is to put more trouble on the heads 
of men who have already, through red devils like 
this, had more trouble than they can well stand and 
keep sane. Will you sign the report?’ 

‘*T said I would, and I did.”’ 


HOW THE CAPTAIN GOT HIS 
STEAMER OUT. 


* On his own perticular well-wrought row, 
That he’s straddled for ages— 
Learnt its lay and its gages— 
His style may seem queer, but permit him to know, 
The likeliest, sprightliest, manner to hoe.” 


“THERE is nothing more certain than that some day 
we will have to record a terrible disaster directly 
traceable to ocean racing. 

‘The vivid account which one of our reporters gives 
in another column of how the captain of the Arrowie 
went blundering across the bar yesterday in one of 
the densest fogs of the season is very interesting 
reading. Of course the account does not pretend to 
be anything more than imaginary, for, until the 
Arrowic reaches Queenstown, if she ever does under 
her present captain, no one can tell how much of 
luck was mixed with the recklessness which took 
this steamer out into the Atlantic in the midst of the 
thickest fog we have had this year. All that can be 
known at present is, that, when the fog lifted, the 
splendid steamer Dartonia was lying at anchor in the 
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bay, having missed the tide, while the Arrowic was 
nowhere to be seen. If the fog was too thick for the 
Dartonia to cross the bar, how, then, did the captain 
of the Arrowic get his boat out? The captain of 
the Arrowic should be taught to remember that there 
are other things to be thought of beside the defeating 
of a rival steamer. He should be made to understand 
that he has under his charge a steamer worth a 
million and a half of dollars, and a cargo probably 
nearly as valuable. Still, he might have lost his 
ship and cargo, and we would have had no word to 
say. That concerns the steamship company and 
the owners of the cargo; but he had also in his care 
nearly a thousand human lives, and these he should 
not be allowed to juggle with in order to beat all 
the rival steamers in the world.” 

The above editorial is taken from the columns of 
the New York Daily Mentor. The substance of it 
had been cabled across to London and it made 
pleasant reading for the captain of the Arrowic at 
Queenstown. The captain didn’t say anything about 
it; he was not a talkative man. Probably he ex- 
plained to his chief, if the captain of an ocean liner 
can possibly have a chief, how he got his vessel out 
of New York harbour in a fog; but, if he did, the 
explanation was never made public, and so here’s 
an account of it published for the first time, and it 
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may give a pointer to the captain of the rival liner 
Dartonia. I may say, however, that the purser was 
not as silent as the captain. He was very indignant 
at what he called the outrage of the New York paper, 
and said a great many unjustifiable things about 
newspaper men. He knew I was a newspaper man 
myself, and probably that is the reason he launched 
his maledictions against the fraternity at my head. 

“Just listen to that wretched penny-a-liner,” he 
said, rapping savagely on the paper with the back of 
his hand. 

I intimated mildly that they paid more than a 
penny a line for newspaper work in New York, but 
he said that wasn’t the point. In fact the purser 
was too angry to argue calmly. He was angry the 
whole way from Queenstown to Liverpool. 

‘*Here,” he said, ‘fis some young fellow, who 
probably never saw the inside of a ship in his life, 
and yet he thinks he can tell the captain of a great 
ocean liner what should be done and what shouldn’t. 
Just think of the cheek of it.” 

**T don’t see any cheek in it,” I said, as soothingly 
as possible. ‘‘ You don’t mean to pretend to argue 
at this time of day that a newspaper man does not 
know how to conduct every other business as well as 
his own.” 

But the purser did make that very contention, 
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although of course he must be excused, for, as I said, 
he was not in a good temper. 

“‘Newspaper men,” he continued, “act as if they 
did know everything. They pretend in their papers 
that every man thinks he knows how to run a news- 
paper or a hotel. But look at their own case. See 
the advice they give to statesmen. See how they 
would govern Germany, or England, or any other 
country under the sun. Does a big bank get into 
trouble, the newspaper man at once informs the 
financiers how they should have conducted their 
business. Is there a great railway smash-up, the 
newspaper man shows exactly how it could have been 
avoided if he had had the management of the railway. 
Is there a big strike, the newspaper man steps in. 
He tells both sides what they should do. If every 
man thinks he can run a hotel, or a newspaper— 
and Iam sure most men could run a newspaper as 
well as the newspapers are conducted now—the con- 
ceit of the ordinary man is nothing to the conceit of 
the newspaper man. He not only thinks he can run 
a newspaper and a hotel, but every other business 
under the sun.” 

*¢ And how do you know he can’t,” I asked. 

But the purser would not listen to reason. He 
contended that a captain who had crossed the ocean 
hundreds of times and for years and years had worked 
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his way up, had just as big a sense of responsibility 
for his passengers and his ship and his cargo as any 
newspaper man in New York could have, and this 
palpably absurd contention he maintained all the 
way to Liverpool. 

When a great ocean racer is making ready to put 
out to sea, there can hardly be imagined a more 
bustling scene than that which presents itself on the 
deck and on the wharf. There is the rush of pas- 
sengers, the banging about of luggage, the hurrying 
to and fro on the decks, the roar of escaping steam, 
the working of immense steam cranes hoisting and 
lowering great bales of merchandise and luggage from 
the wharf to the hold, and here and there in quiet 
corners, away from the rush, are tearful people 
bidding good-bye to one another. 

The Arrowic and the Dartonia left on the same day 
and within the same hour, from wharfs that were 
almost adjoining each other. We on board the 
Arrowie could see the same bustle and stir on board 
the Dartonia that we ourselves were in the midst of. 

The Dartonia was timed to leave about half an 
hour ahead of us, and we heard the frantic ringing 
of her last bell warning everybody to get on shore 
who were not going to cross the ocean. Then the 
great steamer backed slowly out from her wharf. 

Of course all of us who were going on the Arrowie 
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were warm champions of that ship as the crack ocean 
racer; but, as the Dartonia moved backwards with 
slow stately majesty, all her colours flying, and her 
decks black with passengers crowding to the rail and 
gazing towards us, we could not deny that she was 
a splendid vessel, and ‘‘even the ranks of Tuscany 
could scarce forbear a cheer.” Once out in the stream 
her twin screws enabled her to turn around almost 
without the help of tugs, and just as our last bell was 
ringing she moved off downthe bay. Then we backed 
slowly out in the same fashion, and, although we had 
not the advantage of seeing ourselves, we saw a great 
sight on the wharf, which was covered with people, 
ringing with cheers, and white with the flutter of 
handkerchiefs, 

As we headed down stream the day began to get 
rather thick. It had been gloomy all morning, and 
by the time we reached the statue of Liberty it was 
so foggy that one could hardly see three boats’ length 
ahead or behind. All eyes were strained to catch a 
glimpse of the Dartonia, but nothing of her was 
visible. Shortly after, the fog came down in earnest 
and blotted out everything. There was a strong wind 
plowing, and the vapour, which was cold and piercing, 
swept the deck with dripping moisture. Then we 
came to a standstill. The ship’s bell was rung con- 
tinually forward and somebody was whanging on the 
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gong towards the stern. Everybody knew that, if this 
sort of thing lasted long, we would not get over the bar 
that tide, and consequently everybody felt annoyed, 
for this delay would lengthen the trip, and people, as 
a general thing, do not take passage on an ocean racer 
with the idea of getting in a day late. Suddenly the 
fog lifted clear from shore to shore. Then we saw 
something that was not calculated to put our minds 
at ease. A big three-masted vessel, with full sail, 
dashed past us only a very few yards behind the stern 
of the mammoth steamer. 

“Look at that blundering idiot,” said the purser to 
me, “rushing full speed over crowded New York Bay 
in a fog as thick as pea-soup. A captain who would 
do a thing like that ought to be hanged.” 

Before the fog settled down again we saw the 
Dartonia with her anchor chain out a few hundred 
yards to our left, and, further on, one of the big Ger- 
man steamers, also at anchor. 

In the short time that the fog was lifted our own 
vessel made some progress towards the bar. Then 
the thickness came down again. A nautical passenger, 
who had crossed many times, came aft to where I was 
standing, and said— 

‘Do you notice what the captain is trying to do?” 

‘‘ Well,” I answered, ‘‘ I don’t see how anybody can 
do anything in weather like this.” 
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“There is a strong wind blowing,” continued the 
nautical passenger, “‘and the fog is liable to lift for 
a few minutes at atime. If it lifts often enough our 
captain is going to get us over the bar. It will be 
rather a sharp bit of work if he succeeds. You notice 
that the Dartonia has thrown out her anchor. Sheis 
evidently going to wait where she is until the fog 
clears away entirely.” 

So with that we two went forward to see what was 
being done. The captain stood on the bridge and 
beside him the pilot, but the fog was now so thick we 
could hardly see them, although we stood close by, 
on the piece of deck in front of the wheelhouse. The 
almost incessant clanging of the bell was kept up, and 
in the pauses we heard answering bells from different 
points in the thick fog. Then, for a second time, and 
with equal suddenness, the fog lifted ahead of us. 
Behind we could not see either the Darionia or the 
German steamer. Our own boat, however, went full 
speed ahead and kept up the pace till the fog shut 
down again. The captain now, in pacing the bridge, 
had his chronometer in his hand, and those of us who 
were at the front frequently looked at our watches, 
for of course the nautical passenger knew just how 
late it was possible for us to cross the bar. 

‘“‘T am afraid,’ said the passenger, “‘he is not 
going to succeed.” SBut, ag he said this, the fog lifted 
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for the third time, and again the mammoth steamer 
forged ahead. 

‘Tf this clearance will only last for ten minutes,” 
said the nautical passenger, ‘‘ we are all right.”’ But 
the fog, as if it had heard him, closed down on us 
again damper and thicker than ever. 

“We are just at the bar,” said the nautical 
passenger, ‘‘and if this doesn’t clear up pretty soon 
the vessel will have to go back.” 

The captain kept his eyes fixed on the chronometer 
in his hand. The pilot tried to peer ahead, but every- 
thing was a thick white blank. 

“Ten minutes more and it is too late,” said the 
nautical passenger. 

There was a sudden rift in the fog that gave a 
moment’s hope, but it closed down again. A minute 
afterwards, with a suddenness that was strange, the 
whole blue ocean lay before us. Then full steam 
ahead. The fog still was thick behind us in New 
York Bay. We saw it far ahead coming in from 
the ocean. All at once the captain closed his chro- 
nometer with a snap. We were over the bar and 
into the Atlantic, and that is how the captain got 
the Arrowic out of New York Bay. 


MY STOWAWAY. 


“Ye can play yer jokes on Nature, 
An’ play ’em slick ; 
She’ll grin a grin, but, landsakes, friend, 
Look out fer the kick!” 

Ont night about eleven o’clock I stood at the 
stern of that fine Atlantic steamship, the City of 
Venice, which was ploughing its way through the 
darkness towards America. I leaned on the rounded 
bulwark and enjoyed a smoke as I gazed on the 
luminous trail the wheel was making in the quiet sea. 
Some one touched me on the shoulder, saying, ‘‘ Beg 
pardon, sir;” and, on straightening up, I saw in the 
dim light a man whom at first I took to be one of the 
steerage passengers. I thought he wanted to get past 
me, for the room was rather restricted in the passage 
between the aft wheelhouse and the stern, and I moved 
aside. The man looked hurriedly to one side and 
then the other and, approaching, said in a whisper, 
_“T'm starving, sir!” 

‘Why don’t you go and get something to eat, then ? 
Don’t they give you plenty forward ?” 

‘‘T suppose they do, sir; but I'ma stowaway. I 
got on at Liverpool. What little I took with me is 
gone, and for two days I’ve had nothing.” 
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“‘Come with me. I'll take you to the steward, he’ll 
fix you all right.” 

‘©Oh, no, no, no,” he cried, trembling with excite- 
ment. ‘If you speak to any of the officers or crew 
I’m lost. I assure you, sir, I’m an honest man, I am 
indeed, sir. It’s the old story—nothing but starva- 
tion at home, so my only chance seemed to be to get 
this way to America. If I’m caught I shall get 
dreadful usage and will be taken back and put in jail.” 

“Oh, you’re mistaken. The officers are all 
courteous gentlemen.” 

“Yes, to you cabin passengers they are. But 
to a stowaway—that’s a different matter. If you 
can’t help me, sir, please don’t inform on me.” 

“How can I help you but by speaking to the 
captain cr purser?” 

‘Get me a morsel to eat.” 

‘* Where were you hid?” 

“Right here, sir, in this place,” and he put his 
hand on the square deck-edifice beside us. This 
seemed to be a spare wheel-house, used if anything 
went wrong with the one in front. It had a door 
on each side and there were windows all round it. 
At present it was piled full of cane folding steamer 
chairs and other odds and ends. 

“I crawl in between the chairs and the wall and 
get under that piece of tarpaulin.” 

“Well, you’re sure of being caught, for the first 
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fine day all these chairs will be taken out and the 
deck steward can’t miss you.” 

The man sighed as I said this and admitted the 
chances were much against him. Then, starting 
up, he cried, ‘‘ Poverty is the great crime. If I had 
stolen some one else’s money I would have been 
able to take cabin passage instead of ——”’ 

“Tf you weren’t caught.” 

‘Well, if I were caught, what then? I would be 
well fed and taken care of.” 

‘* Oh, they'd take care of you.” 

*‘The waste food in this great ship would feed a 
hundred hungry wretches likeme. Does my presence 
keep the steamer back a moment of time? No. Well, 
who is harmed by my trying to better myself in a 
new world? Noone. I am begging for a crust from 
the lavish plenty, all because I am struggling to be 
honest. Itis only when I become a thief that Iam 
out of danger of starvation—caught or free.” 

‘‘ There, there; now, don’t speak so loud or you'll 
have some one here. You hang round and I'll bring 
you some proyender. What would you like to have ? 
Poached eggs on toast, roast turkey, or——”’ 

The wretch sank down at my feet as I said this, 
and, recognising the cruelty of it, I hurried down into 
the saloon and hunted up a steward who had not yet 
turned in. 
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‘‘ Steward,” I said, ‘‘can you get me a few sand- 
wiches or anything to eat at this late hour?” 

“‘ Yessir, certainly, sir; beef or ’am, sir?” 

‘‘ Both, and a cup of coffee, please.” 

‘Well, sir, I’m afraid there’s no eoffee, sir; but I 
could make you a pot of tea in a moment, sir.”’ 

“All right, and bring them to my room, please ?” 

“Yessir.” 

In a very short time there was that faint steward 
rap at the state-room door and a most appetising 
tray-load was respectfully placed at my service. 

When the waiter had gone I hurried up the 
companion-way with much the air of a man who is 
stealing fowls, and I found my stowaway just in the 
position I had left him. 

“Now, pitch in,” I said. ‘‘T’ll stand guard forward 
here, and, if you hear me cough, strike for cover. Tl 
explain the tray matter if it’s found.” 

He simply said, ‘“‘ Thank you, sir,” and I went for- 
ward. WhenI came back the tray had been swept clean 
and the teapot emptied. My stowaway was making 
for his den when I said, ‘‘ How about to-morrow ?” 

He answered, ‘‘ This’ll do me for a couple of days.” 

‘Nonsense. Ill have a square meal for you here 
in the corner of this wheel-house, so that you can 
get at it without trouble. Ill leave it about this time 
to-morrow night.” 

‘You won’t tell any one, any one at all, sir?” 
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“No. At least, Il think over the matter, and if 
I see a way out I'll let you know.” 

“God bless you, sir.” 

I turned the incident over in my mind a good deal 
that night, and I almost made a resolution to take 
Cupples into my confidence. Roger Cupples, a lawyer 
of San Francisco, sat next me at table, and with 
the freedom of wild Westerners we were already well 
acquainted, although only a few days out. ‘Then 
I thought of putting a supposititious case to the 
captain—he was a thorough gentleman—and if he 
spoke generously about the supposititious case I 
would spring the real one on him. The stowaway 
had impressed me by his language as being a man 
worth doing something for. 

Next day I was glad to see that it wasrainy. There 
would be no demand for ship chairs that day. I felt 
that real sunshiny weather would certainly unearth, 
or unchair, my stowaway. I met Cupples on deck, 
and we walked a few rounds together. 

At last, Cupples, who had been telling me some 
stories of court trials in San Francisco, said, ‘‘ Let’s 
sit down and wrap up. This deck’s too wet to walk on.” 

‘¢ All the seats are damp,’ I said. 

‘‘T’ll get out my steamer chair. Steward,” he cried to 
thedeck steward who was shoving a mop back and forth, 
‘vet me my chair. There’s a tag on it, ‘ Berth 96.’” 

R 


242 MY STOWAWAY. 


‘No, no,” I cried hastily; ‘‘let’s go into the cabin. 
It’s raining.” 

“Only a drizzle. Won’t hurt you at sea, you know.” 

By this time the deck steward was hauling down 
chairs trying to find No. 96, which I felt sure would 
be near the bottom. I could not control my anxiety 
as the steward got nearer and nearer the tarpaulin. 
At last I cried— 

‘‘Steward, never mind that chair; take the first 
two that come handy.” 

Cupples looked astonished, and, as we sat down, 
I said— 

‘‘T have something to tell you, and I trust you 
will say nothing about it to any one else. There’s 
a man under those chairs.” 

The look that came into the lawyer’s face showed 
that he thought me demented; but, when I told him 
the whole story, the judicial expression came on, and 
he said, shaking his head— 

“ That’s bad business.” 

‘‘T know it.” 

‘Yes, but it’s worse than you have any idea of. I 
presume that you don’t know what section 4788 of 
the Revised Statutes says ?” 

‘No; I don't.” 

** Well, it is to the effect that any person or persons, 
who wilfully or with malice aforethought or other- 
wise, shall aid, abet, succor or cherish, either directly 
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or indirectly or by implication, any person who 
feloniously or secretly conceals himself on any vessel, 
barge, brig, schooner, bark, clipper, steamship or 
other craft touching at or coming within the jurisdic- 
tion of these United States, the said person’s purpose 
being the defrauding of the revenue of, or the escap- 
ing any or all of the just legal dues exacted by such 
vessel, barge, etc., the person so aiding or abetting, 
shall in the eye of the law be considered as accomplice 
before, during and after the illegal act, and shall in 
such case be subject to the penalties accruing there- 
unto, to wit—a fine of not more than five thousand 
dollars, or imprisonment of not more than two years 
—or both at the option of the judge before whom the 
party so accused is convicted.” 

‘‘Great heavens! is that really so?” 

‘* Well, it isn’t word for word, but that is the purport. 
Of course, if I had my books here, I—why, you’ve 
doubtless heard of the case of the Pacific Steamship 
Company versus Cumberland. I was retained on behalf 
of the company. Nowall Cumberland did was to allow 
the man—he was sent up for two years—to carry his 
valise on board, but we proved the intent. Like a 
fool, he boasted of it, but the steamer brought back 
the man, and Cumberland got off with four thousand 
dollars and costs. Never got out of that scrape less 
than ten thousand dollars. Then again, the steamship 
Peruvian versus McNish ; that is even more to the ——”’ 
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“See here, Cupples. Come with me to-night and 
see the man. If you heard him talk you would see 
the inhumanity—— ” 

“Tush. I’m not fool enough to mix up in such 
a matter, and look here, you’ll have to work it pretty 
slick if you get yourself out. The man will be 
caught as sure as fate; then knowingly or through 
fright he’ll incriminate you.” 

‘¢ What would you do if you were in my place?” 

‘*My dear sir, don’t put it that way. It’s a reflec- 
tion on both my judgment and my legal knowledge. I 
couldw’t be in such a scrape. But, as a lawyer—minus 
the fee—I’ll tell you what you should do. You should 
give the man up before witnesses—before witnesses. 
T’ll be one of them myself. Get as many of the cabin 
passengers as you like out here, to-day, and let the 
officers search. If he charges you with what the law 
terms support, deny it, and call attention to the fact 
that you have given information. By the way, I 
would give written information and keep a copy.” 

“T gave the man my word not to inform on him and 
so I can’t do it to-day, but I'll tell him of it to-night.” 

“‘And have him commit suicide or give himself up 
first and incriminate you? Nonsense. Just release 
yourself from your promise. That’s all. He’ll trust 
you.” 

“Yes, poor wretch, I’m afraid he will.” 

About ten o’clock that night I resolved to make 
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another appeal to Roger Cupples to at least stand 
off and hear the man talk. Cupples’ state-room, 
No. 96, was in the forward part of the steamer, down 
a long passage and off a short side passage. Mine 
was aft the cabin. The door of 96 was partly open, 
and inside an astonishing sight met my gaze. 

There stood my stowaway. 

He was evidently admiring himself in the glass, 
and with a brush was touching up his face with dark 
paint here and there. When he put on a woe-begone 
look he was the stowaway; when he chuckled to 
himself he was Roger Cupples, Esq. 

The moment the thing dawned on me I quietly 
withdrew and went up the forward companion-way. 
Soon Cupples came cautiously up and seeing the 
way clear scudded along in the darkness and hid in 
the aft wheelhouse. I saw the whole thing now. It 
was a scheme to get me to make a fool of myself 
some fine day before the rest of the passengers and 
have a standing joke on me. I walked forward. 
The first officer was on duty. 

‘‘T have reason to believe,” I said, “‘that there is 
a stowaway in the aft wheelhouse.” 

Quicker than it takes me to tell it a detachment 
of sailors were sent aft under the guidance of the 
third mate. I went through the saloon and smoking 
room, and said to the gentlemen who were playing 
cards and reading— 
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‘“‘There’s a row upstairs of some kind.” 

We were all on deck before the crew had surrounded 
the wheelhouse. There was a rattle of steamer folded 
chairs, a pounce by the third mate, and out came the 
unfortunate Cupples, dragged by the collar. . 

‘Hold on; let go. This is a mistake.” 

‘You can’t both hold on and let go,”’ said Stalker, 
of Indiana. 

“Come out o’ this,’ 


? 


cried the mate, jerking him 
forward. 

With a wrench the stowaway tore himself free and 
made a dash for the companion way. A couple of 
sailors instantly tripped him up. 

‘Let go of me; I’m a cabin passenger,” cried 
Cupples. 

“Bless me 
you, Cupples? Why, I acted on your own advice and 
that of Revised Statutes, No. whatever-they-were.” 


(Qe 


I cried in astonishment. ‘‘ This isn’t 


‘“Well, act on my advice again,” cried the in- 
furiated Cupples, ‘‘and go to—the hold.” 

However, he was better in humour the next day, 
and stood treat all round. We found, subsequently, 
that Cupples was a New York actor, and at the enter- 
tainment given for the benefit of the sailors’ orphans, 
a few nights after, he recited a piece in costume that 
just melted the ladies. It was voted a wonderfully 
touching performance, and he called it ‘‘The Stow- 
away.” 


THE PURSER'S STORY. 


“O Mother-nature, kind in touch and tone, 
Act as we may, thou cleavest to thine own.” 
I pon’t know that I should tell this story. 

When the purser related it to me I know it was 
his intention to write it out for a magazine. In fact 
he had written it, and I understand that a noted 
American magazine had offered to publish it, but I 
have watched that magazine for over three years 
and I have not yet seen the purser’s story in it. 
Tam sorry that I did not write the story at the time ; 
then perhaps I should have caught the exquisite 
peculiarities of the purser’s way of telling it. I find 
myself gradually forgetting the story and I write it 
now in case I shall forget it, and then be harassed all 
through after life by the remembrance of the forgetting. 

There is no position more painful and tormenting 
than the consciousness of having had something 
worth the telling, which, in spite of all mental effort, 
just eludes the memory. It hovers nebulously beyond 
the outstretched finger-ends of recollection, and, like 
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the fish that gets off the hook, becomes more and 
more important as the years fade. 

Perhaps, when you read this story, you will say 
there is nothing in it after all. Well, that will be 
my fault, then, and I can only regret I did not 
write down the story when it was told to me, for as 
I sat in the purser’s room that day it seemed to 
me I had never heard anything more graphic. 

The purser’s room was well forward on the Atlantic 
steamship. From one of the little red-curtained 
windows you could look down to where the steerage 
passengers were gathered on the deck. When the 
bow of the great vessel plunged down into the big 
Atlantic waves, the smother of foam that shot 
upwards would be borne along with the wind, and 
spatter like rain against the purser’s window. Some- 
thing about this intermittent patter on the pane re- 
minded the purser of the story, and so he toldit to me. 

There were a great many steerage passengers 
coming on at Queenstown, he said, and there was 
quite a hurry getting them aboard. Two officers 
stood at each side of the gangway and took the 
tickets as the people crowded forward. They 
generally had their tickets in their hands and there 
was usually no trouble. I stood there and watched 
them coming aboard. Suddenly there was a fuss 
and a jam. 
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“‘ What is it?” I asked the officer. 

“Two girls, sir, say they have lost their tickets.” 

I took the girls aside and the stream of humanity 
poured in. One was about fourteen and the other, 
perhaps, eight years old. The little one had a firm 
grip of the elder’s hand and she was crying. The 
larger girl looked me straight. in the eye as I 
questioned her. 

** Where’s your tickets ?” 

‘We lost thim, sur.” 

““ Where ?” 

‘1 dunno, sur.” 

“Do you think you have them about you or in 
your luggage?” 

‘‘We’ve no luggage, sur.” 

“Tg this your sister ?” 

‘ She is, sur.” 

“Are your parents aboard ? ” 

“‘ They are not, sur.” 

** Are you all alone ?”’ 

‘¢ We are, sur.” 

“You can’t go without your tickets.” 

The younger one began to cry the more, and the 
elder answered, ‘‘ Mabbe we can foind thim, sur.” 

They were bright-looking, intelligent children, and 
the larger girl gave me such quick, straightforward 
answers, and it seemed so impossible that children 
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so young should attempt to cross the ocean without 
tickets that I concluded to let them come, and 
resolved to get at the truth on the way over. 

Next day I told the deck steward to bring the 
children to my room. 

They came in just as I saw them the day before, 
the elder with a tight grip on the hand of the 
younger, whose eyes I never caught sight of. She 
kept them resolutely on the floor, while the other 
looked straight at me with her big, blue eyes. 

‘* Well, have you found your tickets °” 

2 No. eur. 

“What is your name?” 

‘‘ Bridget, sur.” 

‘* Bridget what?” 

‘*‘ Bridget Mulligan, sur.” 

‘Where did you live?” 

“In Kildormey, sur.” 

‘* Where did you get your tickets ?” 

“From Mr. O’Grady, sur.” 

Now, I knew Kildormey as well as I know this ship, 
and I knew O’Grady was our agent there. I would 
have given a good deal at that moment for a few 
words with him. But I knew of no Mulligans in 
Kildormey, although, of course, there might be. I 
was born myself only a few miles from the place. 
Now, thinks I to myself, if these two children can 
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baffle a purser who has been twenty years on the 

Atlantic when they say they came from his own town 

almost, by the powers they deserve their passage 

over the ocean. I had often seen grown people try 

to cheat their way across, and I may say none of 
them succeeded on my ships. 

'  Where’s your father and mother ?” 

“‘ Both dead, sur.” 

‘* Who was your father ?” 

‘‘He was a pinshoner, sur.” 

‘‘ Where did he draw his pension ? ” 

‘© T donno, sur.” 

‘“Where did you get the money to buy your tickets ?” 

‘The neighbors, sur, and Mr. O’Grady helped, sur.” 

‘What neighbours? Name them.” 

She unhesitatingly named a number, many of 
whom I knew; and as that had frequently been done 
before, I saw no reason to doubt the girl’s word. 

‘‘Now,” I said, “I want to speak with your sister. 
You may go.” 

The little one held on to her sister’s hand and cried 
bitterly. 

When the other was gone, I drew the child towards 
me and questioned her, but could not get a word in 
reply. 

For the next day or two I was bothered somewhat 
by a big Irishman named O’Donnell, who was a fire- 
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brand among the steerage passengers. He would 
harangue them at all hours on the wrongs of Ireland, 
and the desirability of blowing England out of the 
water; and as we had many English and German 
passengers, as well as many peaceable Irishmen, who 
complained of the constant ructions O’Donnell was 
kicking up, I was forced to ask him to keep quiet. 
He became very abusive one day and tried to strike 
me. I had him locked up until he came to his senses. 

While I was in my room, after this little excitement, 
Mrs. O'Donnell came to me and pleaded for her rascally 
husband. I had noticed her before. She was a poor, 
weak, broken-hearted woman whom her husband 
made a slave of, and I have no doubt beat her when 
he had the chance. She was evidently mortally afraid 
of him, and a look from him seemed enough to take 
the life out of her. He was a worse tyrant, in his 
own small way, than England had ever been. 

‘Well, Mrs. O'Donnell,” I said, “Tl let your 
husband go, but he will have to keep a civil tongue in 
his head and keep his hands off people. I’ve seen 
men, for less, put in irons during a voyage and 
handed over to the authorities when they landed. 
And now I want youto dome a favour. There aretwo 
children on board without tickets. I don’t believe 
they ever had tickets, and I want to find out. You're 
a kind-hearted woman, Mrs. O’Donnell, and perhaps 
the children will answer you.” 
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I had the two called in, and they came hand in 
hand as usual. The elder looked at me as if she 
couldn’t take her eyes off my face. 

** Look at this woman,” I said to her; ‘‘she wants 
to speak to you. Ask her some questions about 
herself,” I whispered to Mrs. O’Donnell. 

“‘Acushla,” said Mrs. O'Donnell with infinite 
tenderness, taking the disengaged hand of the elder 
girl. ‘‘ Tell me, darlint, where yees are from.” 

I suppose I had spoken rather harshly to them 
before, although I had not intended to do so, but 
however that may be, at the first words of kindness 
from the lips of their countrywoman both girls broke 
down and cried as if their hearts would break. The 
poor woman drew them towards her, and, stroking the 
fair hair of the elder girl, tried to comfort her while 
the tears streamed down her own cheeks. ‘“ Hush, 
acushla; hush, darlints, shure the gentlemin’s not 
goin’ to be hard wid two poor childher going to a 
strange country.” 

Of course it would never do to admit that the 
company could carry emigrants free through sym- 
pathy, and I must have appeared rather hard-hearted 
when I told Mrs. O'Donnell that I would have to 
take them back with me to Cork. I sent the children 
away, and then arranged with Mrs. O’Donnell to see 
after them during the voyage, to which she agreed if 
her husband would let her. 
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I could get nothing from the girl except that she 
had lost her ticket; and when we sighted New York, 
I took them through the steerage and asked the 
passengers if any one would assume charge of the 
children and pay their passage. No one would do so. 

‘‘Then,” I said, “ these children will go back with 
me to Cork; and if I find they never bought tickets, 
they will have to go to jail.” 

There were groans and hisses at that, and I gave 
the children in charge of the cabin stewardess, with 
orders to see that they did not leave the ship. I was 
at last convinced that they had no friends among the 
steerage passengers. I intended to take them ashore 
myself before we sailed; and I knew of good friends in 
New York who would see to the little waifs, although 
I did not propose that any of the emigrants should 
know that an old bachelor purser was fool enough to 
pay for the passage of a couple of unknown Irish 
children. 

We landed our cabin passengers, and the tender 
came alongside to take the steerage passengers to 
Castle Garden. I got the stewardess to bring out the 
children, and the two stood and watched every one 
get aboard the tender. 

Just as the tender moved away, there was a wild 
shriek among the crowded passengers, and Mrs. 
O’Donnell flung her arms above her head and cried 
in the most heart-rending tone I ever heard— 
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‘©Oh, my babies, my babies.” 

‘*Kape quiet, ye divil,” hissed O'Donnell, grasping 
her by the arm. The terrible ten days’ strain had 
been broken at last, and the poor woman sank in 
a heap at his feet. 

*‘Bring back that boat,” I shouted, and the tender 
came back. i 

‘Come aboard here, O’Donnell.” 

‘Tl not!” he yelled, shaking his fist at me. 

‘‘Bring that man aboard.” 

They soon brought him back, and I gave his wife 
over to the care of the stewardess. She speedily 
rallied, and hugged and kissed her children as if she 
would never part with them. 

= So, O’Donnell, these are your children ?” 

‘“‘ Vis, they are; an’ I’d have ye know I’m in a frae 
country, bedad, and I dare ye to lay a finger on me.” 

‘Don’t dare too much,” I said, “or Pll show you 
what can be done in a free country. Now, if I let 
the children go, will you send their passage money to 
the company when you get it?” 

‘*JT will,” he answered, although I knew he lied. 

‘‘Well,” I said, ‘‘for Mrs. O’Donnell’s sake, I’ll 
Iet them go; and I must congratulate any free 
country that gets a citizen like you.” 

Of course I never heard from O’Donnell again. 


MISS McMILLAN. 


“Come hop, come skip, fair children all, 
Old Father Time is in the hall. 
He'll take you on his knee, and stroke 
Your golden hair to silver bright, 
Your rosy cheeks to wrinkles white.” 


In the saloon of the fine Transatlantic liner the 
Climatus, two long tables extend from the piano at 
one end to the bookcase at the other end of the 
ample dining-room. 

On each side of this main saloon are four small 
tables intended to accommodate six or seven persons. 
At one of these tables sat a pleasant party of four 
ladies and three gentlemen. Three ladies were from 
Detroit, and one from Kent, in England. At the 
head of the table sat Mr. Blair, the frosts of many 
American winters in his hair and beard, while the 
lines of care in his rugged, cheerful Scottish face told 
of a life of business crowned with generous success. 

Mr. Waters, a younger merchant, had all the alert 
vivacity of the pushing American. He had the 
distinguished honour of sitting opposite me at the 
small table. 
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Blair and Waters occupied the same room, No. 27. 
The one had crossed the Atlantic more than fifty 
times, the other nearly thirty. Those figures show 
the relative proportion of their business experience. 

The presence of Mr. Blair gave to our table a 
sort of patriarchal dignity that we all appreciated. 
If a louder burst of laughter than usual came from 
where we sat and the other passengers looked inquir- 
ingly our way the sedate and self-possessed face of 
Mr. Blair kept us in countenance, and we, who had 
given way to undue levity, felt ourselves enshrouded 
by an atmosphere of genial seriousness. This pre- 
vented our table from getting the reputation of being 
funny or frivolous. 

Some remark that Blair made brought forth the 
following extraordinary statement from Waters, who 
told it with the air of a man exposing the pretensions 
of a whited sepulchre. 

‘Now, before this voyage goes any further,” he 
began, “I have a serious duty to perform which I 
can shirk no longer, unpleasant though it be. Mr. 
Blair and myself occupy the same state-room. Into 
that state-room has been sent a most lovely basket 
of flowers. It is not an ordinary basket of flowers, 
I assure you, ladies. There is a beautiful floral 
arch over a bed of colour, and I believe there is 
some tender sentiment connected with the display; 
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—‘Bon Voyage,’ ‘Auf Wiedersehen,’ or some such 
motto marked out in red buds. Now those flowers 
are not for me. I think, therefore, that Mr. Blair 
owes it to this company, which has so unanimously 
placed him at the head of the table, to explain how 
it comes that an elderly gentleman gets such a 
handsome floral tribute sent him from some unknown 
person in New York.” 

We all looked at Mr. Blair, who gazed with 
imperturbability at Waters. 

“Tf you had all crossed with Waters as often as 
I have you would know that he is subject to attacks 
like that. He means well, but occasionally he gives 
way in the deplorable manner you have just witnessed. 
Now all there is of it consists in this—a basket of 
flowers has been sent (no doubt by mistake) to our 
state-room. There is nothing but a card on it which 
says ‘Room 27.’ Steward,” he cried, ‘‘ would you 
go to room 27, bring that basket of flowers, and set 
it on this table. We may as well all have the benefit 
of them.” 

The steward soon returned with a large and lovely 
basket of flowers, which he set on the table, shoving 
the caster and other things aside to make room for it. 

We all admired it very much, and the handsome 
young lady on my left asked Mr. Blair’s permission 
to take one of the roses for her own. 
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“Now, mind you,” said Blair, “I cannot erant a 
flower from the basket, for you see it is as much 
the property of Waters as of myself, for all of his 
virtuous indignation. It was sent to the room, 
and he is one of the occupants. The flowers have 
evidently been misdirected.” 

The lady referred to took it upon herself to purloin 
the flower she wanted. As she did so a card came 
in view with the words written in a masculine hand— 

To 
Miss McMillan, 
With the loving regards of 
Edwin J—— 

“Miss McMillan!” cried the lady; “I wonder 
if she is on board? I'd give anything to know.” 

‘‘ We'll have a glance at the passenger list,” said 
Waters. 

Down among the M’s on the long list of cabin 
passengers appeared the name ‘‘ Miss McMillan.” 

“Now,” said I, ‘‘it seems to me that the duty 
devolves on both Blair and Waters to spare no pains 
in delicately returning those flowers to their proper 
owner. J think that both have been very remiss 
in not doing so long ago. They should apologise 
publicly to the young lady for having deprived her 
of the offering for a day and a half, and then I think 
they owe an apology to this table for the mere pre- 
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tence that any sane person in New York or elsewhere 
would go to the trouble of sending either of them 
a single flower.” 

‘There will be no apology from me,” said Waters. 
“Tf I do not receive the thanks of Miss McMillan 
it will be because good deeds are rarely recognised 
in this world. I think it must be evident, even to 
the limited intelligence of my journalistic friend 
across the table, that Mr. Blair intended to keep 
those flowers in his state-room, and—of course I 
make no direct charges—the concealment of that 
card certainly looks bad. It may have been concealed 
by the sender of the flowers, but to me it looks bad.” 

“Of course,” said Blair dryly, “to you it looks 
bad. To the pure, etc.” 

‘‘Now,” said the sentimental lady on my left, 
‘while you gentlemen are wasting the time in use- 
less talk the lady is without her roses. There ig 
one thing that you all seem to miss. It is not the 
mere value of the bouquet. There is a subtle per- 
fume about an offering like this more delicate than 
that which Nature gave the flowers——” 

‘Hear, hear,” broke in Waters. 

*‘T told you,” said Blair aside, ‘‘the kind of fellow 
Waters is. He thinks nothing of interrupting a lady.” 

“Order, both of you!” I cried, rapping on the 
table ; ‘‘ the lady from England has the floor.” 
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“What I was going to say—— ” 

‘When Waters interrupted you.” 

‘When Mr. Waters interrupted me I was going to 
say that there seems to me a romantic tinge to this 
incident that you old married men cannot be expected 
to appreciate.” 

I looked with surprise at Waters, while he sank 
back in his seat with the resigned air of a man in 
the hands of his enemies. We had both been care- 
fully concealing the fact that we were married men, 
and the blunt announcement of the lady was a pain- 
ful shock. Waters gave a side nod at Blair, as much 
as to say, ‘‘ He’s given it away.” I looked reproach- 
fully at my old friend at the head of the table, but he 
seemed to be absorbed in what our sentimental lady 
was saying. 

“Tt is this,” she continued. ‘‘Here is a young 
lady. Her lover sends her a basket. There may be 
some hidden meaning that she alone will understand 
in the very flowers chosen, or in the arrangement of 
them. The flowers, let us suppose, never reach their 
destination. The message is unspoken, or, rather, 
spoken, but unheard. The young lady grieves at the 
apparent neglect, and then, in her pride, resents it. 

~She does not write, and he knows not why. The 
mistake may be discovered too late, and all because 
a basket of flowers has been missent.”’ 
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‘‘Now, Blair,” said Waters, “if anything can 
make you do the square thing surely that appeal will.” 

‘“‘T shall not so far forget what is due to myself 
and to the dignity of this table as to reply to our 
erratic friend. Here is what I propose to do—first 
catch our hare. Steward, can you find out for me at 
what table and at what seat Miss McMillan is ?” 

While the steward was gone on his errand Mr. 
Blair proceeded. 

**T will become acquainted with her. McMillanisa 
good Scotch name and Blair isanother. On that, asa 
basis, I think we can speedily form an acquaintance. 
I shall then in a casual manner ask her if she knows a 
young man by the name of Edwin J., and I shall tell 
you what effect the mention of the name has on her.” 

‘Now, as part owner in the flowers up to date, 
I protest against that. I insist that Miss McMillan 
be brought to this table, and that we all hear exactly 
what is said to her,” put in Mr. Waters. 

Nevertheless we agreed that Mr. Blair’s proposal 
was a good one and the majority sanctioned it. 

Meanwhile our sentimental lady had been looking 
among the crowd for the unconscious Miss McMillan. 

‘‘T think I have found her,” she whispered to me. 
“Do you see that handsome girl at the captain’s 
table. Really the handsomest girl on board.” 

‘T thought that distinction rested with our own 
table.” 
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“Now, please pay attention. Do you see how 
pensive she is, with her cheek resting on her hand ? 
IT am sure she is thinking of Edwin.” 

**T wouldn’t bet on that,” Ireplied. ‘‘ There is con- 
siderable motion just now, and indications of a storm. 
The pensiveness may have other causes.” 

Here the steward returned and reported that Miss 
McMillan had not yet appeared at table, but had her 
meals taken to her room by the stewardess. 

Blair called to the good-natured, portly stewardess 
of the Climatus, who at that moment was passing 
through the saloon. 

“Ts Miss McMillan ill?” he asked. 

‘‘No, not ill,” replied Mrs. Kay; ‘“‘ but she seems 
very much depressed at leaving home, and she has 
not left her room since we started.” 

“There!” said our sentimental lady, triumphantly. 

“‘T would like very much to see her,” said Mr. 
Blair ; ‘‘I have some good news for her.” 

“‘T will ask her to come out. It will do her good,” 
said the stewardess, as she went away. 

In a few moments she appeared, and, following her, 
came an old woman with white hair, and her eyes 
concealed by a pair of spectacles. 

‘‘Miss McMillan,” said the stewardess, ‘‘this is 
Mr. Blair, who wanted to speak to you.” 

Although Mr. Blair was, as we all were, astonished 
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to see our mythical young lady changed into a real 
old woman, he did not lose his equanimity, nor did 
his kindly face show any surprise, but he evidently 
forgot the part he had intended to play. 

“You will pardon me for troubling you, Miss 
McMillan,” he said, ‘‘ but this basket of flowers was 
evidently intended for you, and was sent to my room 
by mistake.” 

Miss McMillan did not look at the flowers, but 
gazed long at the card with the writing on it, and 
as she did so one tear and then another stole down 
the wrinkled face from behind the glasses. 

“There is no mistake, is there?” asked Mr. Blair. 
“You know the writer.” 

“There is no mistake—no mistake,” replied Miss 
McMillan in a low voice, “‘he is a very dear and kind 
friend.” Then, as if unable to trust herself further, 
she took the flowers and hurriedly said, ‘“ Thank 
you,” and left us. 

“There,” I said to the lady on my left, “your 
romance turns out to be nothing after all.” 

“No, sir,” she cried with emphasis; ‘the romance 
is there, and very much more of a romance than if 
Miss McMillan was a young and silly girl of twenty.” 

Perhaps she was right. 
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Stories of the Spanish Artists 
until Goya. By Sir WILLIAM ST!RLING- 
MAXWELL. Selected and arranged by 
Luis CARRENO. ‘With Introduction by 
EDWARD HUTTON, 

Stories ef the German Artista, 

By Prof. Dr. HANS W, SINGER. 


The Little Flowers of &,Franais oft 
Assisi; Translated by Prof, T. W. 
ARNOLD, With 8 Iustrationsin Cologr 
and 24 jn Half-tone, 
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ART & LETTERS LIBRARY —contd. 
of the Imitation of ‘Christ, by 
THOMAS A KeMPIS, as transiated out of 
he Latin by RICHARD WHYTFORD (A.D. 
1586); re-edited into modern English 
with an Historical Introduction by 
WILFRID RAYNAL, O.S.B,. With 8 Repro- 
ductions in four Colours, and decorations 
in line, after Water-colours by W. 
RUSSELL FLINT, The EDITION DE LUXE 
has four additional Plates in Colour and 
may also be had bound in pigskin with 
clasps, 255. net. 

The Confessions of Saint Augus- 
time. Translated by Dr. E, B, PUSEY. 
Edited by TEMPLE ScoTr. With an In- 
troduction by Mrs, MEYNELL, and 12 
Plates by at ee ARMEIELD in four 
Colours, Tie EDITION DE LUXE has the 
plates mounted, and may also be had 
bound in pigskin with clasps, 25s. net. 


Large crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net each ; 
parchment, Ios. 6d. net each. 

Women of Florence. By Prof. Ist- 
PORO DEL LUNGO, ‘Translated by MARY 
(+, STEEGMANN, With Introduction by 
Dr. GuiDo BIAGI, 2Coloured Plates and 
24in Half-tone. 

The Master of Game: The Oldest 
English Sook on Hunting. By EDWARD, 
Second Duke of York, Edited by W. A. 
and F, BAILLIE-GROHMAN, Introduction 
by THEODOREROOSEVELT, Photograyure 
lrontispiece and23 full-pageIlustrations, 


ARTEMUS WARD'S Works. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


ARTIST (The Mind of the): 
Thoughts and Sayings of Art sts on tueir 
Art. Collected and arranged by Mrs, 
LAURENCE BINYON, With 8 full-page 
Plates. Small crown 8vo cloth.3s.6d,net. 


ASHTON (JOHN).—Social Life 


in the Reign cf Queen Anne. With 
85 Mnstra «ns, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d. 


AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of, 
in Ten Volumes, each containing len 
Illustrations in Colour by A. WALLIS 
MILLS. With Notes by R, BRIMLEY 
JOHNSON. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net per 
vol, The Novels are as follows: I, and 
II, PRIDE AND PREJUDICE; III. 
and IV., SENSE AND SENSIBILITY ; 
V., NORTHANGER ABBEY ; VI., PER. 
SUASION; VII. and VIII, EMMA; 
1X. and X., MANSFIELD PARK. 


AYESHA (MARION).—The 
Truth about a Nunnery: Five Years 
in a Paris Convent School, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s, 


AYSCOUGH (JOHN), Novels by. 


Crown &vo, cloth, 6s, each, 
GCutsiders— and In. 

















Mezzogiorno, 
Hurdcott. | Faustula, 
Marotz, Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, net, 





AUTHORS : for the POCKET. 
16m, cl., 2s.net each ; leather, 35, net €a. 

The Pocket R. L. 8. 
The Pocket George Borrow. 
The Pocket Thackeray. 
The Pocket Charles Dickens. 
The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
The Pocket George MacDonald. 
The Pocket Hmerson. 
Tne Pocket Thomas Hardy. 
The Pocket George Eliot. 
The Pocket Charles Kingsley. 
The Pocket Ruskin. 
The Pocket Lord Beaconsfield. 
The Flower of the Mind. 





BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and— 


Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 
W. BL. GROVE, B.A. With 87 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 








‘BARDSLEY 


|BAILDON (CH. B.). — Robert 


Louis Stevenson: A Study, With 2 
Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. 


BALLADS and LYRICSof LOVE, 
selected from PERCY’S ‘Reliques.’ Edited 
with an Introduction by F, SIDGWICK, 
With ro Plates in Colour after BYAM 
SHAW, R.I. Large fcap, 4to, cloth, 6s, net. 

Legendary Ballads, sciected from 
TPERCY’S * Reliques,’ Edited with an 
Introduction by F, SIDGWICK. With 10 
Plates in Colour after BYAM SHAW, R.I, 
Large fcap. qto, cloth, 6s, net. 

*,.* The above 2 volumes may also be had in 

the ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY, pott Svo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net each; leather, gilt edges,3s.neteach. 


(Rev. C. W.).— 
English Surnames: Their Sources 
and ugnificatiens. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 


BARGAIN BOOK (The). ByC.E. 
JERNINGHAM and LEWIs BETTANY. With 
9 Illustraions and 9 Tabular Charts, 
Demy 8ve, cloth, 7s.6d. net. 


BARING-GOULD (S.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s, each; POPULAR 
EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each, 

Red Spider. | Eve, 


BARKER (ELSA).—The Son of 
Mary Bethel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


‘BARR AMELIA E.),—Love will 


Venture in. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, ; 
CHEAP EDITION, cloth, Is. net. 


BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s 6d, each, 
In a Steamer Chair. With 2 lusts, 
From Whose Bourne, &c, With 47 
lilustrations by HAL HURST and othe 
Revenge! With 12 Tilustrations by 
LANCELOT SPEED and others, 
A Woman Intervenes. 
A Prince of Good Fellows. 
15 Illustrations by E. J, SULLIVAN, 
The Unchanging East. 


The Speculations of John Steele, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d,; POPULAR 
EDITION, medium 8v0, 6a, 
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BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s. ca.;cl., 25, 6d. va. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
Littls Lady Linton. bs 
John Ford; aud His Helpmate. 
A Recoiling Yengeance. 
Honest Davie. | Lieut. Barnabas. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. Od, eacn; post 8vo, il ust 
boards, 2s, cach; cloth limp, 2s. 62. each. 
Found Guilty. 
For Love and Honour. 
Between Life and Death, 
Fetterea for Life. 
& Missing Witness, With 8 Illusts. 
The Woman ofthe Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 
A Prodigal’s Progress. 
Foily Morrison. 
__ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67d, each, 
Under a Strange Mask. With 1 
Illustrations by EK, F. BREWYNALL. 
Was She Justified ? 
Lady Judas. 
The Obliging tlusband,. 
oured Frontispiece. 
Parfidious Lydia. 
by DUDLEY TENNANT, 
Fettered for Lite. POPULAR EDITION 
medium 8yvo, 6d. 
The Error of Her Ways. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d.; CIIEAP EDITION, cl. Is. net 


BARRINGTON (MICHAEL), 
Novels by. 
The Knight of the Golden Sword. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
The Lady of Tripoli. With I[lus- 


trations, Crown 8vo, buckram gilt, 5s. 


BASKERVILLE (JOHN): A 
Memoir. _By RALPH STRAUS and R, K 
DENT. With 13 Plates. Large quarto, 
buckram, 2ts, net. 


BATH (The) in Diseases of the 
Skin. By J. Ll. Micron. Post vo, ts ; 
cloch, Is. 6d. 


BEACONSFIELD, LORD. ByT. 
P. O’ConNOoR, M.P. Crown 8vo,cloth. 55, 
BEARD (JOHN), D.Sc. — The 
Enzyme Treatment of Cancer. 
With Tlucts. Demv 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d, net 
BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels 
by. Crown Svyo, cloth, 35. 6d. each, 
Leonora. i A Great Man. 
Teresa of Watling Street, With 
Illustrations bv FRANK GILLETT, 
Tales of tha Five Towns. | Hugo. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
The Gates of Wrath. 
The Ghost. | The City of Pleasure. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel. 


Sacred and Profane Love. CHEAP 
EDITION, crown 8vo, Is. neti; POPULAR 
EDITION, medium yo, 6d. 

Leonora. POPULAR EDITION, crown 2vo, 
cloth. 2s. net, 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8yo, 6d. each, 

The Grand Babylon Hotel. 

The City of Pleasure. | Hugo. 





With Col- 
With Fr ntispiece 
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BENNETT (W. C.).—Songs for 
Sailors, Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 
Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post dvo, 
illust, bds. 2s, each ; cl. limp, 2s. 6d, each, 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
My Little Girl. 
With Hare and Crown, 
Yhis Son of Yulcan. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
By Celia’s Arbour. 
The Chaplain of the Fizet 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Myr. Lucraft. 
Twas in Trafalgayr’s Bay. 
The Fen Years’ Tenant. 
BESANT (Sir WALTER), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 
each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6c. each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With r2 Illustrations by FRED. BARNARD. 
The Captains’ Room, &c. 
All in a Garden Fair, With 6 [us- 
trations by HARRY FURNISS. 
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 
Uncle Jack, and other Stories, 
Children of Gibeon. 
Whe World Went Very Well Then. 
With 12 [llustrations by A, FORESTIER, 
Herr Paulus. 
Tne Bell of St. Paul's. 
For Faith and Freedom. With 
Illusts, by A. FORESTIER and F, WADDY, 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illusts. 
The Holy Rese, &c. With Frontispiece. 
Armorel of Lycnesse. With 12 Ilusts, 
St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 
With 12 illustrations by C. GREEN. 
Verbana Camellia Stenyhanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Qucen. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 
With 12 Illustrations by W. H. HYDE, 
In Deacon’s Orders, &c, With Frontis, 

The Revolt of Man. 

The Master Craftsman, 

The City of Refuge. 

Crown 8vo, cloth 3s, 6d. each, 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Changeling, 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Oranga Girl. With 8 Illustrations 
by F, PEGRAM. \ 

The Alabaster Bex. 

The Lady of Lynn. With 12 Llustra- 
tions by G. DEMAIN- HAMMOND, 

No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations, 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, tlat back, 25. each. 

St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 

The Rebel Oveen. 

FINE PAPER Evirions, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt, 
2s, net each - leather, gilt, 3s. net each. 

London. | Westminster. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof, 
E. AH, PALMER) 

Sir Richard Whittington, 

Gaspard de Coligny, 

Ail Serts and Conditions of Men, 
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BESANT (Sir Walter)—continued. 
CHeEAC EDIMIONS, cr. 8vo, cloth, 15, net each. 
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The Alabaster Box. 

Werbena Camelita Stephanoti!s. 

“ne Rebel Queen, i 

POPULAR Evrrions, medium 8vo, 6d. each 

AN Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

Keady-Money Mortiboy. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

Tne Monks of Thelema, 

thse Grange Girl. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

Children of Gibson. 

MJovothy Forster. | No Cther Way. 

Armore! cf Lyonesse. 

Uhe Lady of Lynn. | 

Demy 8yo, cloth, 55. net each, 

ELoenson. With 125 lilustrations. 

Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 
WALKER, and 130 Iustrations. 

South London. With Etching by F,S. 
WALKER, and tr8 IUustrations. 

East London, With Etching by F. S. 











WALKER, and 56 Illustrations by PHIL 
May, L. RAVEN HILL, and J, PENNELL. 
Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 
Fifty Years Ago. With 14q Illusts, 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 
Plays. so [ilus, by CHRIS HAMMOND, &c, 


St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 
CHEAP EDITION picture cover, Is, net. 
The Eulogy cf Richard Jefferies. 

With Portrait. Crown S8vo, buckram, 6s. 
Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 1s,net, 








BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA : 


The Original Text, with, where neces- 


sary, Notes. Small 8vo, single parts, 82. |. 


net per vol.; cloth, single parts, rs. net per 
vol, Wheretwo or more units are bound 
in one volume the price in wrapper re- 
inains 8d. Dey unit, z.2., two cost Is, 4d. ; 

three cost 2s.; four cost 2s. 8d. In cloth 
the additional cost is 4d. for the first, and 
id. for each succeeding unit: ze, one 
unit costs 1s, ; two cost is. 9d,; three 
2s. 6d; four 3s. 3a. 

1. Moliere: Le Misanthrope. 


2, Moliera: Les Femmes savantes, 
3. Corneille: Le Cid, {thode, 
4. Beseartes: Discours de la mé- 
5-6. Dante: Divina Commedia I,; 
Inferao. 
7, Boccaccio: Decameron: Prima 
giornata, 


& Calderon: La vida es suefio. 
9. Restif de la Bretonne: L’an 
2000. 


10. Camoes: Os Lusiadas: Canto I., I] 
Ir, Racine: Athalie. 
12-15. Patrarea : Rerum  vulgarium 
fragmenta. [Purgatorio, 
16-17, Dante: Divina Commedia I1,: 
18-20, Millisr: Mon oncle Benjamin. 
21-22, Becoagsio; Decameron ; Seconda 
giornata, 





23-24, Beaumarchais; Le Barbier de 
Seville, | 


BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA — continued. 
25. Gamees: Os Lusiadas : IL. 1V. 
26-28. Alfred de Musset: Comedies et 
Proverh:s 
29. Corneille: Horace, 
30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia III,: 
Paradiso. : 

34. Prewost: Manon Lescaut. 

30, Euyvves de Francois Villon, 

39. Guiliem ae Castro: Las Moce- 

dades del Cid, 1, II. 

40. Dante: La Vita Nuova, 

41-44. Cerwantes: 5 Novelasejemplares, ~ 
45. Gamoes: Os Lusiadas :V, VI., VIL. 
46, Moliére: L’Avare. 

47. Petrarca: I Trionfi. [giornata 

48-49, Boccaccio: Decameron: Terza 

50. Corneille: Cinna. 

1-52 Camoss: Os Lusiadas: VIIL,IX,, X. 

3-54 La Chanson de Roland. 

5-58 Alfred de Musset: Piemiéres 

Poésies. 
59. Boccaccio: Decameron: Quarta 
giornata. 

60-61. Maistre Pierre Pathelin: 

Farce du XVé siecle, 

62-63. Giacomo Leopardi: Canti. 

64 65. Chateaubriand: Atala, 

66. Boccaccio: Decameron, Quinta 
giornata, 

67-70. Blaise Pascal: Les Provinciales, 


BIERCE (AMBROSE).—In the 
Midst of Life, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
p. 8vo, bds., 2s,; er. 8vo, pic. cov. Is, net. 


BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each 

The Mistress of Bonaventure. 

Gaventry’s Daughter. 

A Sovyyer of Wheat. < 

Ainslie’s Ju-ju. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; picture cioth, flat back, 2s. 

The Concession-hunters. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d7; PoPuLarR EnitIon, 
medium 8vo, 6d. ' 


BLAKE WILLIAM): A Critical 
Study by A. C, SWINBURNE, With a 
Portrait. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, net. 

The Marriage of Heaven and 
Hell, and A Song of Liberty. With 
Introdction by F. G. STOKES. A FLOR- 
ENCE PRESS BOOK, Crown 8vo, hand- 
made paper, boards, 3s. 6d, net; parch- 
ment, 5s. net, 


BOCCACCIG.—The Decameron. 
With a Portrait, Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 3s, net. 


BODKIN (McD., K.C.) — Shil- 


lelagnh and Shamrock. Crown 
8vo, cioth, 3s. 6d. 


BORDEAUX (HENRI. — The 


Parting of the Ways. Translated by 
LOUISE >, HOUGHTON. Cr. 8vo, cl,, 6s. 


BORENIUS (TANCRED).—The 
Painters of Vicenza. With I full. 
page Plaics, Demy 8yo,, cloth, 7s, 6, net, 
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‘BOSSES AND CORBELS OF BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 


EXETER CATHEDRAL, By E. K. 
PRIDEAUX and G, R, HOLT SHAFTO, 
With Illustrations, Demy 8vo, cloth, 
4s. 6d. net. 


BOSWELL’S AUTOBIO- 
GRAPHY, By Percy FITZGERALD, 





With 8illus. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d, net. | 





BOURGET (PAUL).—A Living 
Lie. Translated by JOHN Dk VIL LIBRS, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; CHEAP 
EDITION, picture cover, Is. net. 


BOYLE (F.).—Citronicles of No= 


Man’s Land. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. ; 


BRAND (JOHN).—Observations 
on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir HENkY ELLIS, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


BRAYSHAW (J. DODSWORTH). 
—Slum Silhouettes: Stories of London 
Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


BREWER’S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

aries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 

TheReader’sHandbook of Famous 

Names in Fiction, Allusions, 

References, Proverbs, Plois, 
Storiss, and Poems, 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 

Realistic, and Dogmatic. 














and Novels by. 

The Complete Postical Works of 
Robert Buchanan, 2 Vols,, crown 
8vo, buckram. with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each volume, 12s. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 25. each, 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

& Child of Nature, 

Ged and the Man, 
tions by F, BARNARD. 

Lady Kilpatrick. 

Ths Martyrdom of Madeline. 

Love Me for Ever. 

Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor, 

Tha New Abelard. | Rachel Dene. 

Natt: A Story of a Caravan, 

The Master of the Mine. 

The Heir of Linne. 

Woman and the Man. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Red and White Heather, 
Andromeda. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d, each, 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

God and the Man. 

Foxglove Manor. 

The Shadow of the Sword. LARGE 
TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION. Pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net. 


The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN 


With 11 Illustra. 








BREW ST ER (Sir DAVID )s and HENRY MURRAY, Crown 8vo, cloth, 
Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. with Frontispiece by T, H. ROBINSON, 
Mere Worlds than One: Creed of 3s. 6d. , post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Gatx0,|, BURTON (ROBERT). — The 
TYCHO BRAHE, and KEPLER, Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Letters on Natural Magic. With Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, 
numerous Iilustrations. cloth, 7s, 6d. 
BRIDGE CATECHISM: QUES-~|CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 


TIONS AND ANSWERS: including 
the PORTLAND CLUB CODE. By ROBERT 
HAMMOND. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. net. 


BRIDGE VJ. S. C.).—From Island 
to Empire: A History of theExpansion of 
England by Force of Arms, With Mars 
and Pians, Large crown 8vo,cloth,6s.net. 


BROWNING’S(ROBT.) POEMS. 
Large fcap. ato, cloth, 6s, net each ; LARGE 
PAPER EDITION, parchment, 12s, 6d. net 
each,—Also an Edition in the ST. MARTIN'S 
LIBRARY, post 8vo, cloth, 2s, net each ; 
leather, 3s, net each, 

Piopa ‘Passes; and Men and 
Women. With to Plates in Colour 
after E. FORTESCUE BRICKDALE, 

Dramatis Persons; and Dramatis 
Romances and Lyrics, With 10 
Plates in Colour after E. F, BRICKDALE 


BRYDEN (H. A.). Aa Boies 
Scot. With Frontispiece by J. 
CROMPTON, R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. e 


BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncle 
Sam at Home. With 91 Illusts, Post 
8vo, illust, boards, 2s, ; cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 








Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 
2s. 6d. each, 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Hagar. | The Deamster. 

Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of the three novels, 
crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. each ; CHEAP POPU- 
LAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo,portrait cover, 
6d. each , and the FINE PAPER EDITION 
of The Deemster, pott Svo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s.net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 


CAMERON (¥. LOVETT).—The 
Cruise of the ‘Black Prince’ 
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with 2 Illus- 
trations by P. MACNAB 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
nicture boards, 2s. 


CANCER, THE ENZYME 
TREATMENT OR. By JOHN BEARD, 











D.Sc. With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s 6d, net. 
CANZIAN! (ESTELLA).—Cos- 


tumes, Traditions, and Songs of 
Sayoey,. With so Illustrations in Colour, 
and many in Line, by the Author, Demy 
gto, cloth, 21s, net; Vellum, 315, 6d, net, 


6 
CARLYLE (THOMAS).—On the| 


Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cloth, rs.6d. 


CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 

Aiice in Wonderland. With 12 
Coloured and many Line Illustrations by 
MILLICENT SOWERBY, Large crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, 3s, 6d. net. 

Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 
by W. H. DRapilr, Post 8vo, boards, 
Is, net; leather, 2s, net. 


CARRUTH (HAYDEN).—The Ad- 
ventures of Jones. With 17 Llusts. 
Feap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. ; cloth, rs. 6d. 


CASTELLANE (MARQUIS DE). 
—Men and Things of My Time. 
Translated by A, TEIXEIRA DE MaTros. 
With 13 Portraits. Demy 8vo, cl., 6s, net. 


CHAPMAN’S (GEORGE) Works. 
Vol. 1., Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol, II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
SWINBURNE —Vol. III., Translations of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols, 
crown 8v», cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 


CHATFIELD-TAYLOR (H. C.).— 


Fame’s Pathway. Cr. 8vo., cloth, 6s, 


CHAUCER for Children: A Gol- 
den Key. By Mrs. H.R, HAWEIS. Witb 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. With the Story 
of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. HAWEIS. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Prologue to the Canterbury 
Tales, Printed in black-letter upon 
hand-inade paper, With [llustrations by 
AMBROSE DUDLEY. I cap, qto, decorated 
cloth, red top, 2s. 6d, net. 

*. See also THE KING’S CLASSICS, p. 16, 


CHESNEY (WEATHERBY), 
Novels by. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
The Cable-man. 
The Romance of a Quesn. 
The Claimant. 


CHESS, The Laws and Practice 
of; with an Analysis of the Openings, 
By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by 
R, B, WORMALD.- Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s, 

The Minor Tactics of Chess: A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
¥orces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. Youne and E. C, HOWELL. 
Long fcap 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annota- 
tions by PILLSBURY, LASKER, TARRASCH, 
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STEINITZ, SCHIFFERS, TEICHMANN, BAR- 
DELEBEN, BLACKBURNE, GUNSBERG, 
TINSLEY, MASON, and ALBIN; Biographi- 
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits, Edited by 
H, F, CHESHIRE, Crown 8yo, cloth, 5s, 


4s 


CHILD’S BOOK of VERSES, A. 
With Illustrations in Colour by JESsI& 
WILLcox SMITH, “rown 4to, pictorial 
cloth, 33. 6d. net, 


CLARE (AUSTIN).—By the Rise 
- ofthe River. Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. Ou, 


CLAY TON (MARGARET), Books 
for Children by. é 
Camping in the Forest. With 12 
Coloured Illusts,, and many in Line, by 
the Author, Fcap q4to, cloth, 3s. 67. net. 
Amabel and Crispin. With many 
Ilustrations, Demy 8vo., cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 


CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Noveis 

by. Post 8vo, cl, 3s. 6d. ea; bds, 2s. ea. 
Paul Ferroill. . 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 


CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 


and Dreams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 


COLLINS ‘J. CHURTON, M.A.). 
—Jonathan Swift. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 


COLLINS (MORTIMER and 
FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.Svo, cl, 
3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, iilustd. bds,, 2s, each, 

From Midnight to Midnight, 

You Play me False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Village Comedy. | Frances 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 

Transmigration, 

A Fight with Fortune. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Sweet and Twenty. 


COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 
Cr, 8vo, cl, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture 
boards, 2s. each; cl. limp, 2s, 6d. each. 

Antonina. | Basil. | Hideand Seek 

The Woman in White. 

The Moonstone. | Man and Wife; 

The Dead Secret. | After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

No Name My Miscellanies. 

Armadale. Poor Miss Finch. 

Miss or Mrs.?! The Biack Robe, 

The New Magdalan. 

Frozen Deep.| A Rogue's Life. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies, 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Failen Leaves, 

Jezebel’s Daughter, 

Heart ana Science. ! “I Say No.” 

The Evil Genius, | Little Novels. 

The Legacy of Cain. | Blind Love. 

POPULAR EDiTIONS, mediuni Bvo, 67. each, 

Antonina, | Poor Miss Finch. 

The Woman in White. 

The Law and the Lady. 

Moonstone. | The New Magdalen. 

The Dead Secret. No Name. 

Man and Wife Armadate. 

The Haunted Hotel. | Blind Love, 

The Woman in White. Larce Tver, 
FINE PAPER EDITION, Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s, net : leather, gilt edges, 35, net, 

The Frozen Deep, LarGE TYPE EDIE, 
Fcap, 8yvo, cloth, Is. net, : : 
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COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), 
Novels by. ‘ 


The Cure of Souls, 
trated boards, 2s, 


The Red Sultan. Crown $vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8yo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 


COLQUHOUN (M. J.).—Every 
Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By 


W.M. HUTCHISON. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 


COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 


Belted Seas. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Post 8vo, illus- 








COLVILL (HELEN H.).—The 


Incebus. Crown &8vo, cloth. 6s, 


COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906: Who pays, to whom, to 
what, and when it is applicable. 
By A. CLEMENT EDWARDS, M.P. Crown 
8vo, Is. net; cloth, 1s. 6d, net. 


COMPTON (HERBERT), Novels by. 

The Inimitable Mrs, Massing- 

“ham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.; POPdu- 
LAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
The Wilful Way. 
The Queen can do no Wrong. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justice. 


COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Geoffory Hamilton. 
The Marquis and Pamela. 











CORNWALL.— Popular 
Romances of the West of England: 
The Drolis, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall, Collected by ROBERT 
Hunt, F.RS. With two Plates by 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, Cr. 8vo, cl., 75.6. 


CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 

The Prophet of ths Great Smoky 
Mountains. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8v-, illustrated boards, 2s. 

His Wanished Star. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d 

The Windfall. Crown §8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; CHEAP EDITION, cloth, 1s. net. 








CRIM (MATT).—Adventures of 
aFair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, iliustrated boards, 2s. 


CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 
Tales of our Coast. By S. 
CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD 
FREDERIG, ‘Q,,!and W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
With 13 Illustrations by FRANK BRANG- 
WYN, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 64. 





CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards; 2s, each ; 
cloth limp, 2s, 6d, each, 

Pretty Miss Neville; 
A Bird of Passage. | Mr. Jervis. 
Diana Barrington; 
Two Masters. | 
A Family Likeness. 
A Third Person. | Proper Pride: 
Village Tales & Jungle Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda. 
Married or Single? 
‘To Let.’ 
Crown svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. 
Miss Balmaine’s Past. 
Jason. | Beyond the Pale. 
Terence. With 6 Illusts, by S, PAGET. 
The Cat’s-paw, With 12 Illustrations. 
The Spanish Necklace. With 8 
Ilusts, by F. PEGRAM,—Also a Cheap Ed.,, 
without Ilnsts., picture cover, Is. net, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Infatuation. | Some One Else; 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 67. each, 
Proper Pride. | The Cat's-paw. 
Diana Barrington. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 

A Biro of Passage. 
Beyond the Pale. 

A Family Likeness. 
Miss Baimaine’s Past. 
Married or Single? 
The Real Lady Hilda. 
The Spanish Necklace. 


CROSS (HELEN  R.).—Aunt 
Maria’s Dressing-table, A Book for 


Children to Paint 1n and to Read, with 
Iljustralions, Square 8vo, boards, Is, net, 


Interference. 


(Cr, Svo.) 








|CROSS (MARGARET B.), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each, 
A Question of Means. 
Opportunity. With Frontispiece by 
HILDA B. WIENER, 
Up to Perrin’s. 


CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC AL- 
MANACK. Complete in Two SERIES : 
the First from 1835 to 1843; the 
SECOND, from 1844 to 1853, With many 
hundred Woedcuts and Steel Plates by 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK and others. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each, 


CUMMING (C. F. GORDON), 
Works by. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. each, 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations, 
In the Himalayas and on the 
Indian Plains. With 42 Llustrations. 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon, 
With 28 Illustrations, 
Via Cornwall to Egypt. 








Frontis. 





r.|CUSSANS (JOHN E.).—A Hand- 


book of Heraldry; including instruc- 
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS,, &c, With 408 Woodcuts 
and? GColrd, Plates, Crown 8ya, cloth, és 


% 
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DANBY (FRANK).—A Coquette| DICTIONARIBS— continued. 
e 


in Crape. Foolscap 8vo, picture cover, 
6d. ; cloth, ts, net. 


DAUDET (ALPHONSE).— The 


Evangelist; or, Port Salvation, 
Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds., 2s. 


DAVENANT (FRANCIS).—Hints 
for Parents on Choice of Profession 
for their Sons. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 


DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad- 
ler’s Daughters. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d_: 
___ CHEAP EDITION, cloth, rs. net. 


DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by. Cr. 8vo, ts. ea.: Cl, Ts. 6d, ea 

Ons Thousand Medical Maxims 
an@ Surgical Hints. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother’s Guide. 

The Bietetic Cure of OQOhesity 
(Foods tor the Fat). With Chapters 
on the Treatment of Gout by Diet. 

Aids to Long Life. Cr. 8vo, 2s. ; cl.zs.6d 

Wine and Health: How to enjoy 
both, Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 


DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess & the Kitshen-maid. 


DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 
Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by GEORGE 
CRUIKSHANK, Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
2s, net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net, 


DE MILLE (JAMES).—AStrange 
Maeuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 10 
Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 3s. 6d. : 
post 8vo, iJlustrated boards, 2s. 


DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, Tite 
Mistery of. By ARTHUR W, CLAYDEN, 
M.A, With ius, Demy 8vo.cl., ros 6@. net 

Devon: Its Moorlands, Streams, 
amd Coasts. By Lady RosaLinp 
NORTHCOTE, Illustrated in Colours by 
¥F. J. WipGeryY, Fcap, sto, cl., 205. net. 

Folk Rhymes of Devon: Notices of 
the Metrical Sayings found in the Lore 
of the People. By WILLIAM CROSSING, 
Demy Syo, cloth, 4s. 6a. net, 


DEWAR (G. A. B.).— The Airy 


Wav. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


DEWAR (fT. R.).—A Ramble 
Round the Glebe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6a. 


DICKENS (CHARLES), The 
Speeches of, Witha Portrait. Pott 
8vo, cloth. 25. net ; leather, as. net. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens: Pass- 
ages chosen by ALFRED H. Hyart. 
16mo0,cloth, 2s. net ; leather, gilt, 3s. net. 


DICTIONARIES. 
A Dictionary of the Drama, By 
W. DaVENPORTADAMS, Vol, I. (Ato G) 
Demy &vo, cioth, Los. 6¢, net, 












































Reader’s Handbook of 
Famous Names in Fiction, 
Ailusions, References, Pro- 


Verbs, Plots, Stories,and Poams. — 
By Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D. Crown. 


8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

A Dictionary of Miracles, 
Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By 
Rey. E, C, BREWER, LL.D. Crown 8yo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

Familiar Allusions. Py WILLIAM A. 
and CHARLES G. WHEELER, Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s, 6d. net. 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great 
Men. With Historicaland Explanatory 
Notes by SAMUEL A. BENT, A.M. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 6d. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By ELIEZER 
EDWARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. 


DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 
Four Frenchwomen. With Portraits, 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes, 
In Three Series, each 6s.; also Fine- 
PAPER EDITIONS, pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net 
each ; leather, 3s, net each, 
4 Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 I!ustrations. 
Side-walk Studies. With 5 Illusis. 
Glad Hensington Palace, and other 
Parers, With 6 Illustraticns, 
At Prior Park, andother Papers. With 
6 Ilnstrations. 


DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 
Stories by. Post &vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each, 

In the Grip of the Law, 

Link by Link. | Caught at Last; 
From Information Received. 
Susptcion Aroused: 

Riddles Read. 


Cr. #vo, cl., 3s. Od. each ; picture cl,, 25. ean: 
post 8vo, doards, 2s. ea : cloth. 25. 6d. ea, 
The Man from Manchester, 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace, 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3°. 64, each, 
Deacon Brodie; or, Behind the Mask. 
Byler Tatiock, Private Detective, 
Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea. : pict, cl., flat bk. 29. ea, 
The Records of Vincent Trill, 
Tales of Terror. : 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each ; post 8vo, 
boards, 2s, each: cloth limn, 2s. 4d. each, 
Chronicles of MichaeiDanevitch, 
racked to Doom. 
Tracked and Taken, 
A Peatective’s Triumphs. 
Who Poisoned Setty Duncan? 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, 2s. each ; post 8vo, 
illust. bds,, 2s. each; cloth limp, 25. 6d. ea, 
Wanted! | The Man.-Hunter. 
Dark Desds. ‘vo, cloth limp, 























Crown ayo, 
2s, Gd, ; picture cloth, flat back, as, 
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DIXON (W. WILLMOTT), Novels) PUMPY BOOKS—continued. 


“by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 
The Rogue of Rye. | King Hal. 


DOWLING 3(RICHARD). — Old 


Corcoran’s Money. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 


DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm 


of Girdlestone, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d 


DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 
Edited by Col, CUNNINGHAM. Cr, 8v0, 
cloth, with Portraits, 3s, 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a_ Bio- 
graphical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD, 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. 
I, contaims the Plays complete; Vol, 11, 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE; Vol. III., 
Transiations of the Iliad and Odyssey 











Marlowe's Works. One Vol. 
Massinger’s Plays. From GIFFORD’ 
Text. One Vol. 





for 
net 


DUMPY BOOKS (The) 
Children. Royal 32mo, cloth, Is. 
each, 

1.The Fiamp, The Amelicrator, 
and The Schnool-boy’s Appren- 
tice. By EF. V, Lucas. 

8.The Bad Family. 
FENWICK. 

&. The Story of Little Black 
Sambo. by HELEN BANNERMAN. 
I!lustiated in colours, 

7. A Fiower Book. Ilustrated 
colours by NELLIE BENSON. 

8. Fhe Pink Knight. By J. R. Mon- 
SELL. Illustrated :n colours. 

9. The Little Clown. By T. Conn. 

46. A Horse Book. By MaryTourre.. 
Mlustrated in colours, 

14. Little People: an Alphabet. By 
HENRY MAYERand T, W. H,. CROSLAND. 
Ilnstrated in colours, 

12. 4 Dog Book. By ETHEL BICKNELL, 
With Pictures in colours by CARTON 
MOORE PARK, 

414, The Little Girl Lost. By E.Raprr. 
45. Dollies, By RicHARD HUNTER. 
Iliustrated in colours by RUTH COBB. 
46. The Bad rs. Ginger, By Honor 
C. APPLEION. Illustrated in colours, 
17 Peter Piper’s Practical Prin- 

ciples, Illustrated in colours, 

18. Littie White Barbara. By 
ELEANOR Marca, Llustratedin colours, 

20. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Arice M, APPLETON. 
Illus.in colours by HONOR C, APPLETON. 

21. Three Little Foxes. By Mary 

) TOURTEL. I!lustrated in colours, 

22. The Old Man’s Bag. By fT. W. 
H. CROSLAND, Illus. by J. R. MONSELL. 

23. Three Little Goblins. By M. 
G. TAGGART, Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. By RIcHARD HUN- 
TER, Illus, in colours by RUTH COBB, 


By Mrs. 


in 





Royal 32m, cloth, rs. net each, 

26. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By M, 
C. BELL. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. By E. B. 
MACKINNON and EDEN COYBEE. Illus, 

30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
JEAN C, ARCHER, 

31. Sammy and the Snarlywink. 
Illustrated in colours by LENA and NOR 
MAN AULT, 

33. YFrene’s Christmas Party. By 
RICHARD HUNTER Ilius, by RUTH COBB, 

34. The Little Soldier Book. By 
JESSIE Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Hi\RY MAYER. 


85. The Dutch Doll’s Ditties. By 
C. AUBREY MOORE, 
36, Ten Little Nigger Boys. By 


Nora Case, 

37. Humpty Dumpty’s Little Son. 
By HELEN R. Cross. 

38. Simple Simon. By HELEN R, 
Cross, [llustrated in colours. 

388. The Little Frenchman. By 
EDEN COYBEE, llustrated in coiours by 
K, J, FRICERO, 

40, The Story cf an Irish Potatc. 
By LILY SCHOFIELD.  Illust, in colours. 


DUNCAN(SARA JEANNETTE), 
Books by. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 7s, 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With 1 
Illustrations by F, H. TOWNSEND, 
An American Girl in London. 
With 80 Lliiustrations by F, H, TOWNSEND. 
The Simple Adwentures of a 
Memsahib. With 37 lilustrations, 


Vernon’s Aunt, With 47 Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. éd. 


DUTT (ROMESH C.).—Englana 








and India: Progress during One 
Hundred Years. Crown &yvo, cloth, 2s, 
EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE), 
Noveis by. 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, 


illustrated boards, 25, 
Archie Lovell. Crown 8yo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


EDWARDS (ELIEZER).— 
Words, Facts, and Phrases; A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quai.t,and Out-of-the- 
Way Matters, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

EGGLESTON (E DWARD).— 
Roxy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).— 


Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 
With Four Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s, 


ELIZABETHAN VERSE, The 
Book of. Edited with Notes by WIL- 
LIAM STANLEY BRAITHWAITE, With 
Frontisp.éce and Vignette. Small cr. 8vo, 
clot, 3s. 6d. net ; vellum gilt, 7s, 6d. net. 


ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: 
Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire, Crown 8vo, buckram, 3s. 6d, 
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Soret tie we ae 
EPISTOL4 OBSCURORUM 
Viroram (1515-1517). Latin Text, 
with Translati n, Notes, &c., by I, G. 
STOKES, Royal 8vo, buckramm, 25s. net, 


EVERYMAN: A_ Morality. 
With I!.ustrations by AMBROSE DUDLEY, 
Printed on pure rag paper. Feap. qto, 
decorated cloth, red top, 2s. 6d. net. 


EYES, Our: How to Preserve. By 


JOHN BROWNING. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 


FAIRY TALES FROM 
TUSCANY. By ISABELLA M, ANDER- 
TON, Square r6mo, cloth rs, ne’. 


FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 
cellaneous Information, including Cele- 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c, 
By W. A. and C. G WHEELER. Demy 
8vo. cloth. 7s. 6d. net. 


FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 
of Great Men. By S. A, Bent, A.M. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 


FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each, 

The Chemical History of a 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenne Audience. Edited by WILLIAM 
CrooKEs, F.C S. With numerous [/lusts. 

On the Yarious Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each 
other. Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES, 
F.c.S. With Tlustrations. 


FARRAR (F.W., D.D.).—Ruskin 
as a Religious Teacher. Square 
16mo, cloth, with Frontispiece, Ts. net. , 


FENN (G. MANVILLE), Novels 
by. Crown $Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illnstrated boards, 2s, each. 

The New Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. - 

The White Virgin. 


Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
A Woman Worth Winning, 
Cursed by a Fortune 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. 
Commodore Jusk. 
Black Blood. | 
Double Cunning. 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Cersmonies, 
‘The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid’s Mischief. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 

Running Amok. | Black Shadows. 
The Cankerworm. 
So Like a Woman, 


A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d,; picture cloth, flat back, 2s,; 
POPULAR EDITION, medium vo, 6d. 

Running Amok, Cuear EDIt,, 1s, net. 























In Jeopardy. 


FARRER (J. ANSON).—War: 


Three Essays, Crown Svo, cloth, Is. 6d. 


FPILIPPI (ROSINA).—Inhaling : 


A Romance. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


FIREWORK - MAKING, The 
Complete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnist’s 
‘Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 
267 Illustrations, Cr. 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

FISHER (ARTHUR 0O.).—The 
Land of Silent Feet. With a Frontis- 














piece by G, D. ARMOUR, Crown Svo, 
i cloth, 6s. 
FITZGERALD (PERCY), _ by. 


Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6i.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

Bella Donna. | Polly. 

The Lady of Brantome. 

Never Forgotten. 

The Second Mrs. Tillotson. | 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. net each. 

Boswell’s Autobiography. With8 
Plates, 

Samuel Foote: a Biography, 
Photogravure Frontispiece, 


FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).— 
Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by J. ELLARD GORE, F.R.A.S, With Three 
Plates and 288 Illustrations, A N&\Ww 
EDITION, Medium 8vo, cloth, tos. 6d, 


FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS 
(The). Set in the beautiful FLORENCE 
T\PE designed for Messrs CHATTO & 
WInbDuUs by Mr. HERBERT P. HORNE, 
Printed on hand-made paper, and taste- 


With a 








fully bound, 

The Romaunt ofthe Rose. With Coloured 
Collotype Illustrations by KEITH HENDER- 
son and NORMAN WILKINSON. This volume 
is now out of print; but see p.°4 for another 
Editi n set in Caslon Old-face Type, with the 
same Illustrations. 

Virginibus Puerisque, &c. By R. L.STEVEN- 
sON. With 12 Illus: rations in Coloured Collo- 
type after the Drawings of NORMAN WILKIN- 
sun. (Edition limited to 235 numbered 
copies.) Crown 4to, boards, £2 1¥s. 6d. net; 
limp vellum, £3 3s. net. 

The Ficretii or Little Flowers of 8S. 
Francis. Translated by Prof. T. W. ARNOLD, 
M.A. With 29 Illustrationsin Collotype from 
the MSS. in the Laurentian Library. (Edition 
limited to 475 numbered Copies.) Printed in 
red.and black. Demy 4to, boards, 30s. net ; 
limp vellum, 42s, net. 

Songs hefore Sunrise, By ALG@mRNON 
CHARLES SWINBURNE. (Edition limited to 
475 numbered copies.) Printed in red and 
black. Crewn 4to, boards, 26s. net; lip 
Vellum, 36s. net. 

The Marriage of Heaven and Hell; and 
A Song of Liberty. By WILLIAM BLAKE. 
With Iutroduction by F. G.Srokrs. Small 
crown 8yo, boards, 3s. 6d. net; parchment 
gilt, gilt rop. 5s. net. 

Sappho: One Hundred Lyrics. By Briss 
OARMAN. Small crown 8yo, boards, 5s. net; 
parchment gilt, 63. net. 

Memoriale di Molte Statue e Pitture, 
Sono Inciyia Cipta adi Florentia, 
(Edition limited to 450 copies.) Demy 8yo, 5a, 
net; limp vellum, 12s, 6@ net. 
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FLOWER BOOK (The). By 
CONSTANCE SMEDLEY ARMFIELD and 
MAXWELL ARMFIELD Large feap qto, 
cl., 7s. 6d. net ; parchment, gilt, res,6d.net. 


FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 


—Dumb. Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. 67. 


FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each ; posi 
8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

One by One | A Real Queen. 

4 Dog and his Shadow. 

Ropes of Sand. With Illustrations. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 

Romances of the Law. 

King or Knave ? | Olympia. 

Jack Poyle’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 35. 6d. 


FRANCO = BRITISH EXHIBI- 
TION. Profusely illustrated. Folio, 
_cloth gilt, 1os, 6d. net. 


FRANKAU (GILBERT).—One of 
Us: A Novel in Verse. Demy 8vo 
quarter-hoards, 3s. 6d, net. 


FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; 
iliustrated boards, 2s each, 

Seth’s Brother’s Wife. 
The Lawten Girl. 


FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).—John 
Thoradyke’s Cases. Iilustrated by H 
M, Brock, and from Photographs 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


FRY’S (HERBERT) Royal 
Guide to the London Charities. 
Edited by JOHN LAN®. Published 
Annually, Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. 6d. 


GARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo, 
Is, each ; cloth, rs. 6d. each. 

A Year’s Work in Garden and 
Greenhouse. By GEORGE GLENNY,. 

HMousshold Horticulture. By Toni 
and JANE JERROLD, Illustrated. 

Tne Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By TOM JERROLD. 

Our Kitchen Garden. By Ton 
JERROLD. Post 8vo, cloth, ts, net. 

WVine-Growing in England. By 
H. M. ToD. With [llusts. Crown 8v0, 
boards, Is. net ; cloth, 1s. 6d. net. 

Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus ; with other 
Garden Essays, Edited by A, FORBES 
SIEVEKING, F.S.A, With 6 Illustrations. 
Small 8vo, boards, Is. 6d, net; quarter 
vellum, 2s. 6d. net ; three-quarter vellum, 
5s. net. 


GAULOT (PAUL).— The Red 
Shirts: A Tale of ‘The Terror,’ Yrans- 
lated by JOHN DE VILLIERS. - Crown 
Svo, cloth, with Frontispiece by STANLEY 
Woop, 3s. 6d. ; picturecloth, flat back, 2s. 


GERARD(DOROCTHEA).—a Queen 
ef Curds and Cream, Cr. 8vo, cl.,35,6d. 
































GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloh, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each 

Robin Gray. | The Golden Shaft. 

The Flower of the Forest. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

Of High Degree, 

Queen of the Meadow. 

Crown 8vo, picture boards, 2s. each, 

For Lack of Gold. 

What Will the World Say? . 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 

In Pastures Green, 

In Love and War. 

A Heart’s Problem. 

By Mead and Stream. 

Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 

In Honour Bound. 

Heart’s Delight. | Blood-Money. 

The Dead Heart. Post 8vo, iliust. bds. 
2s,; POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d, 


GIBBS (A. HAMILTON).— 


Cheadle and Son. Crown 8vo, cl, 6s, 


GIBSON (L. S.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, each. 
The Freemasons. | Burnt Spices. 
Ships of Desire. 
Thea Freemasons. Cheap Edition, 
picture cover, Is. net. 


GILBERT’S (W. S.) Original 
Plays. In 4 Series, FINE-PAPFR EDIJION, 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, gilt e+ges, 3s, net each, 

The FIRST SERIES contains: The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of 
Truth—Trial by Jury—Iolanthe. 

The SrcoND SERIES contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan’! Druce—Tom Cobb 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore’—The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance, 

The THIRD SERIES contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty’s Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado— Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gon- 
doliers—The Mountebanks— Utopia, 

The FOURTH SERIES contains: The Fairy’s 
Dilemma—The Grand Duke— His Excel- 
lency—' Haste to the Wedding '—Fallen 
Fairies—The Gentleman in Black—Bran- 
tinghame Hall—Creatures of Impulse— 
Randall’s. Thumb—The Fortune-hunter 
—Thespis. With Portrait of the Author. 


Eight Original Comic Operas 
written by W.S, GILBERT, Two Series, 
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net each. 

The Frrst SERIES contains; The Sorcerer 
—H,M,S. ‘Pinafore'—The Pirates of 
Penzance — Iolanthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. 

The SECOND SERIES contains; The Gon- 
doliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen 
of the Guard—His Excellency—Utopia, 
Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book. Compiled by 4, Watson, 
Royal y6mo, clath, 2s, 4d. 
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GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE). — 


Sentenced! Crown 8vo, cloth, rr. 6d. 


GILBERT (WILLIAM).—James 
Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 


GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 
by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 3s. 6d. each. 
Knitters in the Sun, 
The Weaith of Mallerstang. 
AnAnégal’s Portion. | Baliol Gart 
The Dreams of Simon Usher. Cr. 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, ; CHEAP EDIT,, rs. net. 


GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 
by. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6¢, each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra- 
tions by HUM® NISBET. 

The Fossicker; A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two lllusts. by HUME NISBET. 

A Fair Colonist. With Frontispiece. 

Crown 8yo, clotn, 3s, 6d. each. 

The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece 
by STANLEY Woop, 

Tales from the Weld. With12 Illusts. 

Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 
by J. S. Cromp7on, RTI. 


GLENNY (GEORGE).—A Year’s 
Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 
Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. Post 8vo, ts.: cl. ts. 6d 

GLOVER (JAMES). — Jimmy 
Glever and His Friends. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d net, 


GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Lives 


oithe Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl. 25. 


GOLDEN TREASURY of 
Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quo- 
jations from the Best Authors, By 
THEODORE TAYLOR, Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 67. 


GOODMAN (E. J.)—The Fate of 
Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6d. 
GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.).— 


Astronomical Curiosities; Factsand 
Fallacies, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 
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GRIFFITH (CECIL).—Corinthia 


Marazion. Crown 8vo, cloth. as. 6d. 


GRIFFITHS (Major A.).—No. 99, 


and Blue Blood. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 


GRIM M.—German Popular 
Stories, — Collected by the Brothers 
GRIMM and Translated by EDGAR TAy- 
LOR. With an Introduction by JOHN 
RUSKIN, and 22 Steel-plate Ilustrations 
after GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, Square vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 6s, 


GRONER (AUGUSTA). — The 
Man with the Black Cord. Trans- 
lated by Gracr I. COLBRON. With 2 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


GYP.— CLOCLO. Translated by 


NORA M. STATIIAM. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. 


HABBERTON (JOHN).—Helen’s 
Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and €o I!lustrations by EvA Roos. Feap, 
4to, cloth, 6s. 


HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J, 
Pincus. Crown 8vo. ts.: cloth, ts. 6d, 


HAKE (Dr. T. GORDGN), Poems 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
New Symbols. 
Legendas of the Morrow. 
Whe Serpent Play. 


Malden Esstasy. Smail gto, cloth, 8s, 


HALL (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches 
of Irish Character. With Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood by CrRuIkK- 
SHANK, MACLISE, GILBERT, and HARVEY, 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 64, 


HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s 6d. 


HALLIDAY (ANDRE W).— 
Every-day Papers. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 














GRACE (ALFRED A.).—Tales 
_._ of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35, 6a. 
GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 
Lifeof the, By ERNST GuHL and W. 
KONER. Edited by Dr, F. Hugrrer. 
With 545 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cl. 7s 6d. 


GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
The Millionaire Baby. 
The WYoman in the Alcove. 
The Ametnyst Box. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 


GREENWOOD (JAMES).—The 
Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 35. 6d. 


GREY (Sir GEORGE). — The 
Romatice of a Proconsul. By JamEs 
MILNE. Crown 8vo, buckram, 65. 








HAMILTON’S (COSMO) Stories. 
Two Kings, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
2s, net. 
Crown 8vyo, Is. net each. 
The Glamour of the Impossible, 
Through a Keyheole. 


Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each, 
Nature’s Yagabond, &c. 
Plain Brown. 


HANDWRITING, The Phiio- 
sophy of. With over 109 Facsimiles, 
By Don FELIX DE SALAMANCA, Post 
8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 6c. 
HARDY (ZA DUFFUS), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3°, 6d, each 
The Lesser Hvil. | A Butterfly, 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 
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HAPSBURGS, The Cradle of the.| HARTE (BRET)—continued. 


By J. W, GILBART-SMITH, M.A. With 
numerous Illusts, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


HARDY (THOMAS), — Under 
the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s,; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. Also the FINE PAPER 
EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net ; and the CHEAP 
EpITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 


HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER): 
Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by J. A, SHEPHERD. 

Pott ato. cloth, gilt top, Gs. 
Nights with Uncils Remus. With 
8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J.A.SHEPHERD. Imperial 16mo, cloth, 6s, 


HARTE’S (BRET) Collected 
Works. LIBRARY EDITION. (Ten 
Volumes now ready), Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s, 6d. each. 

Vol. I. POETICAL AND DRAMATIC 
Works, With Portrait. 

” Il. THE LucK OF ROARING Camp— 
BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN 
LEGENDS, 

Ill, TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS— 

EASTERN SKETCHES, 6 

a IV. GABRIEL CONROY, 

V. STORIES — CONDENSED NOVELS, 

; VI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE, 

VII. TALESOF THE PACIFICSLOPE—II. 
With Portrait by JOUN PETTIE, 

VIII. TaLes OF PINE AND CYPRESS, 

IX, BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL, 

X. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN. 


Bret Harte’s Choice Worksin Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and qo Illus- 
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Bret Harte’s Poetical Works, in- 
cluding SOME LATER VERSES, Crown 
Svo, buckram, 4s. 6d. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
8vo, picture cloth, Mat back, 2s, 

Maruja. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; post 

&vo, picture boards, 2s. ;.cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net ea.; leather, 3s. net ea. 

Miliss, Luck of Roaring Camp, &c. 

Condensed Novels. B3th Series, 

Complete Poetical Works. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 

On the Old Trail. | Frent’s Trust, 

Under the Redwoods. 

From Sandhill to Pine. 

Stories in Light and Shadow, 

Mr. Jack Hamlin’s Mediation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s, each. 

Gabriel! Conroy. 

A Waif ofthe Plains, With 60 Illus- 
trations by STANLEY L. Woop, 

A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 

59 Illustrations by STANLEY L, WOOD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 

The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. 
With 39 Illusts, by DUDLEY HarRDy, &c, 

Clarence: A Story of the American War. 
With 8 Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN, 











Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Barker’s Luck, &c. With 39 Iilustra- 
tions by A. FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c, 
Devil’s Ford, &c. 
The Crusade of the ‘Hxcelsior.’ 
With Frontis, by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. 
Tales of Trail and Town. Wilh 
Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB Hoop, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2s. each, 
A Sappho of Green Springs, 
Colonei Starbottle’s Client. a 
A Protégés of Jack Hamilin’s. 
With numerous Illustrations. 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations 
by W. D. ALMOND and others. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Luck of Roaring Camp, and Sen~ 
sation Nevels Condensed. Also 
in picture cloth at same price. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Californian Stories. 
Post 8vo, illus. bds., 2s. each; cloth, 25, 6¢. each, 
Flip. | A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
Three Partners. Medium 8vo, 6d, 
New Condensed Novels. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d,; CHEAP EDITION, cl., Is. net. 

Salomy Jane. With Coloured and 
Tinted Illustrations by HARRISON 
FISHER and ARTHUR I, KELLER, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 

The Life of Bret Harte. By H.C. 
MERWIN. With 11 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth, ros, 6d. net, 


HAWEI!S (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustia- 
tions. Post 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, ts. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools, With Frontis- 
piece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 

Chaucer for Children. With 8 
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 62. 


HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).—Ameri- 
can Humorists: WASHINGTON 
IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 
Uae RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS 

JARD, MARK TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. 
Crown 8vyo, cloth, 6s. 


HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 
each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Garth. | Bllice Quentin. 
Fortune’s Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts, 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four Ilusts, 
D. Poindexter's Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera, 


Crown 8vo, cioth, 3s. 6d. each, 

Sabastian Strome; 

Love—or a Name. = 

Miss Cadogna. Illustrated boards, 2s. 
HEALY (CHRIS), Sooks by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Confessions of a Journalist, 

Heirs of Reuben. | Mara. 

The Endless Heritage, Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. 
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HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). 
de Biron. Crown 8v. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, tllustraied boards, 2s, 


HENTY (G. A.), Novels by. 
Rujub, the Juggler. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d.; illustrated »oards, 2s, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each, 
The Queen's Cup. 
Beorothy’s Double. 
_ Solonel Thorndyke’s Secret. 
HENDERSON (ISAAC).—Agatha 
“ Page. Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).— 
Junia. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the 


Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 














— Ivan| HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 


Crown 8vyo, cloth. 6s. each, 
Bellamy the Magnificent. 
Lord Cammarleigh’s Secret. 
Israel Rank: Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 
POPULAR EDITIONS, crown $vo, cloth, with 
pictoria] outer covers, 2s, net each, 


Bellamy the, Magnificent. 
_israel Kank. 


HORNUNG (E. W.)j, Novels by. 
Crown $8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each. 
Stingaree. | A Thiefin the Night. 


The Shadow of the Rope. Cr. Svo 
cloth, 3s. 6d.; pictorial cloth, 2s, net. 


HUEFFER (FORD MADOX).—A 


Call: The Tale of Two Passions, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 








HILL (JOHN), Works by. 
Tyreason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s, 
The Common Ancestor. 
8yo, cloth, 3s. 6. 


HOEY (irs. CASHEL). —The 


Lover’s Creed. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 


HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 


By severai well-known Authors. Crown 
8vo, cloth, ts. fd, 


HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 
King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, rs, net, 


HOLMES (CHARLES J., M.A., 
Director of the National Portrait 
Gallery), Books by. Demy 8vo, cloth 
7. 62. net each. , 

Notes on the Science of Picture- 
making. With Photovravure Frontis, 
Notes on the Art of Rembrandt. 
ere Photogravure Frontispiece and 44 
lates. 


HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL). 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J, Gorpon 
THOMSON, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net.; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. 


KMOOK’S (THEODORE) Choice 
Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece, 
Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. 6d. 


HOOGD’S (THOMAS) Choice 
Works in Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 


HOPKINS (TIGHE), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6@, each, 
Twixt Love and Duty. 
The Incomplete Adventurer, 
The Nugents of Carriconna. 
Nelli Haffenden, With 8 Illustrations, 
For Freedom. 


HORNE (R. HENGIST).—Orion. 


With Portrait, Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s, 


Crown 

















HUGO (VICTOR).—The Outlaw 


of Iceland. Translated by Sir GILBERT 
CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


HULL(ELEANOR), Selected and 
Annotated by.—The Poem-book of 
the Gael. With Decorations from Irish 
MSS. small crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d, net, 


HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 
Tine Lady From Nowhere. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
The -Wheeling Light. 
cloth, gilt top 6s, 


HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 
by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d, each ; post 8vo, 
boards, 2s. each : cloth, 2s 6d. each. 

The Professor’s Experiment. 

Lady Werner’s Flight. 

Lady Patty. |. Peter’s Wife. 

The Red-House Mystery. 

An Unsatisfactory Lover. 

A Maiden All Forlorn. 

A Mental Struggle. 

Marvel. | A Modern Circe. 

In Durance Vile. | April’s Lady. 

The Three Graces. | Nora Creina, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 

An Anxious Moment. 

A Point of Conscience. 

The Coming of Chloe. | Lovice. 

POPULAR EDITIONS, tedium 8vo, 6d. each, 

The Red-House Mystery. 

A Modern Circe. 








Crown 8vo, 








HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That Other Person. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Thornicroft’s Model. Crown &yo, 
cloth, 2s, net. 


The Governess. By Mrs, ALFRED 
HUNT and VIOLET HUNT; with a 
Preface by ForD MADOX HUEFFER. 


Crown 8va, cloth, 6s, 
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HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints 
on Celt-Breaking. With 25 Ilustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d, 


HYAMSON (ALBERT).—A His- 
tory of the Jews in England, With 
16: Portraits and Views and 2 Maps. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d, net. 


HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 
Anthologies compiled by. Crown $vo, 
cloth, full yilt side, gilt top, 5s. net each ; 
velvet calf, 7s, 6d, net each, 

The Charm of Venice: an Anthology. 
A New Ea:tion, with 12 Illustrations in 
Colour by HARALD SUND. 

The Charm of Londen. A New 
Edition, with 12 Hlustrations in Colour 
by YOSHIO MARKINO. 





FINE PaPeER EDITIONS in’ the ST. MARTIN’S 
LIBRARY. Pott 8vo, cioth, gilt top, 2s 
net each ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net each, 

The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of London. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charm of Paris. 

INCE (MABEL).—The Wisdom 
of Waiting. With a Frontispiece, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


INCHBOLD (Mrs. A. C.).—The 
FOES of No Return. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. 


‘INDOOR PAUPERS. By ONE oF 














THEM Crown &vo, Is.: cloth, Is. 6d, 
IRVING (WASHINGTON).—Old 
Christmas. Square 16mo, cloth, with 


Frontispiece, Is. net. 


JAMES (C. T. C.).—A Romance of 


the Queen’s Hounds. Cr, 8vo. cl, 15.64. 


JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 








The Pageant of Summer. Long 
feap. 8vm, cloth, Is. net. 
The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo, 


cloth, 2s.6d.; LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER 
EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net: 
leather, gilt edges, 3s.net. A/so a NEW 
EDITION, with 12 Ilustrationsin Colours 
by M, U. CLARKE, crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 
net. 

The Open Air. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.; 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net, Also a NEW EDITION, 
with 12 Ilustrations in Colours by RUTH 
DOLLMAN, cro n 8vo, cloth 5s. net, 

Nature near London, Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 6s. ; post 8vo, cl.,2s. 6d. ; LARGE 
TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo, cl.. 
gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s.net 
Also a NEW FODITION, with 12 Illus- 
trations in Colours by RUTH VOLLMAN, 
crown 8v), cloth, 5s, net, 

The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
Passages chosen by ALFRED H. HYATT. 
16mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net; leather, 
gilt top, 3s. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
By Sir WALTER BESANT. Cr, 8vo, Cl., 6s. 


JAMES (G. W.).—Scraggles: 
The Stery of a Sparrow. With G 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 


JAPP (Dr. A. H.).—Dramatic 


Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s, 


JENKINS (HESTER D.).—Be- 
hind Turkish Lattices : The Story of 
a Turkish Woman's Life. With 24 Illus- 
strations. Crewn 8ve, cloth, 6s, net. 


JEROME (JEROME K.).Stage- 
land. With 64 Illustrations by J. BER- 
NARD PARTRIDGE, Fcap 4to, Is, 


JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 
Posi 8vo, Is each; cloth, ts, 6d. each, 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticuiture. 


Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 
Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
8vo, cloth, rs. net. 


JOHNSTONE (Arthur).—Recol- 
lections of R. L. Stevenson in the 
Pacific, With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. net. 


JONSON’S (BEN) Works. ‘With 


Notes and Biographical Memoir by 





























WILLIAM GIFFORD, Edited by Colonel 
CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 


JOSEPHUS, The Complete 
Works of. Translated by WILLIAM 
WHIsTON. Containing ‘ The Antiquities 
of the Jews,’ and ‘The Wars of the Jews.’ 
With 4 Maps and 48 Plates. Two Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each, 


KEMP (E. G.).—The Face of 








Manchuria, Korea, and Russian 
Turkestan. With 24 Plates in Colour 


and Monochrome by the Author, 
feap. qtv, cloth, 7s. 6a, net. 


KERSHAW (MARK).—Colonial 
Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 


KING (LEONARD W , fi. A.).— 
A History of Babylonia and Assyria 
from Prehistoric Times to the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps, 
Plans, and Illustrations after the princi- 
pal Monuments of the Period. In 3 vols. 
royal 8vo, cloth, Each volume sepa- 
rately, 185. net; or per set of 3 volumes, 
if ordered at one time, £2 Tos, net. 

Vol.I.—A History of Sumer and 
Akkad: An account of the Karly 
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 
Times to the Foundation of the Baby- 
lonian Monarchy, [Ready 
I!.—A History of Babylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest of 
Babylen bv Cyrus, B.C 539. [Shortly 

,U1—A History of Assyria trom 
the Earlest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh, B.C, 606, [Preparing 


Large 
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KEMPLING (W.BAILEY-).—The| KING'S CLASSICS—conzinued. 


Poets Royal of England and Scot- 
land: Original Poems by Royal and 
Noble Persons, With Notes and 6 Photo- 
gravure Portraits, Small 8vo, parchment, 
6s, net; vellum, 7s. 6d. net. Also an 
Edition in THE Kine’s CLAssIcs (No. 39). 


KING (R. ASHE), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
‘The Wearing of the Green.’ 
Passion’s Slave; | Bell Barry. 


A Drawn Game. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


KING’S CLASSICS (The), 
General Editor, Professor I. GOLLANCZ, 
Litt.D. Printed on laid paper, 16mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grey boards or red cloth, 
is, 6d, net each; quarter vellum, cloth 
sides, 2s, 6d. net each; three-quarter 
vellum, 5s. net each, 

Volumes now tn course of pudlication: 
35. Wine, Women, and Song: 
Medieval Latim Students’ Songs, Trans- 
lated into English, with an Intreduction, 
by JOHN ADDINGTON SYMONDS, 
38, 37. Georgs Pettie’s Petite Pal- 
jase sf Pettie his Pleasure. 











Edived by Prof, I. GOLLANCZ, 2 vols, 

33. Walpola’s Castle of Otranto. 
By Sir WALTER ScoTT. With Intro- 
duction and Preface by Miss SPURGEON. 

38. The Poets Royal of England 
and Scotland. Original Poems by 
Kings and other Nobie Persons, Edited 
by W, BAILEY KEMPLING, 

40, Sir Thomas More’s Utopia. 
Edited by ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A, 

41. Chaucer’s Legend of Good 
Women, /7 Modern English, with 
Noies and Introduction by Professor 
W., W. SKEAT, 

42. Swift’s Battle of the Books, 
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 
A, GUTHKELCH, 


&3. Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus. with 
other 17th Century Garden 
Essays. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
duction, by A, FORBES SIEVEKING,F,S,A, 

45. The Song of Roland. Translated 
{rom the old French by Mrs, CROSLAND, 
With Introduction by Prof. BRANDIN, 


46. Dante’s Vita Nuova. The 
Italian text, with DANTE G, ROsSETTI's 
translation on opposite page, With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Prof, H. ORLSNER 

47. Chaucer’s Prologue and 
Minor Poams. 17 modern English, 
with Notes by Prof. W. W. SKEaT, 

&8. Chaucer’s Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. /7 
modern English, with Notes and Intro- 
duction by Prof. W, W, SKEAT. 


49. Mrs. Gaskell’s Cranford. With 


Introduction by R, BRIMLEY JOHNSON. |a 


50. Pearl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Intreduction, 
by Professor I. GOLLANCZ, [Preparing 


51, 52. King’s Letters. Volumes Ill. 
andIV. Newly edited trom the originais 
by ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A, [Preparing 

53. The English Correspondenca 
of Saint Soniface, Translated and 
edited, with an Introductory Skeich of the 
Life of St. Boniface, by EDW. KYLIz, MLA, 

56. The Cavalier to his Lady: 
Seventeenth Century Love songs, 
Edited by F, SipGwick. 


57. Asser’s Life of King Alfred, 
Edited by L. C, JANE, M.A. 

58. Translations from the Ice- 
landic. By Rev, W, C, GREEN, M.A, 
59.The Rule of St. Benedict. 

Translated by Rt, Rev. ABBOT GASQUET, 


60. Daniel’s ‘ Delia’ and Drayton’s 
‘¥dea,.’ Edited by ARUNDKLL ESDAILE, 
61. The Bock cf the Duke of 
True Levars. By CHRISTINE DE 
Pisan. ‘Translated, with Notes and 

. Introduction, by A: ICE KEMP-WELCH. 

62. Of the Tumbler of Our Lady, 
and other Miracles.  Transiated 
from the Middle French MSS., with 
Notes, by ALICE KEMP-WELCH, 

63. The Chatelaine of Yergi. A 
Romance oi the Court, 'ranslated from 
the Middle French, by ALICE KEMP- 
WELCH, with Introduciion by L, 
BRANDIN, Ph.D., and with the original 
Text, Edition Raynaud. 


Eariter Volumes in the Series are— 


1. The Love of Books (The Philobiblon). 
2. *3ix Dranins of Calderon (FitzGerald's 
Transiation). (Double voi.) 
. Chronicie of Jocelin of Brakelond, 
. The Life of Sir Thomas More, 
5, Eikon Basilike. 
6, Kings’ Letters: Alfred to the coming of 
the Tudors. 7 
7. Kings’ Letters: From the Tudors to the 
Love Lettera of Henry VITI. 
8 Chaucer's Knight's Tale (Prof. SKRAT). 
9. Chaucer's Man of Law’s Tale (Prof. 8KEAT). 
Jo, Chaucer's Prioress's Tale (Prof. Skat). 
1]. The Romance of Fulke litzwarine, 
12. The Story of Cupid and Psyche, 
13. Evelyn's Life of Margaret Godolphin, 
J4. Early Livesof Daate. 
15. The Falstaff Letters. 
16 Polonius. By Epwarpd FITZGERALD, 
17. Medieval Lore. 
18, Vision of Piers Plowman (Prof. SKEAT), 
19. The Guill’s Hornbook. 
20, *The Nun’s Rule, (Double vol.). 
21, Memoirs of Robert Cary, Earl of Monmouth, - 
22. Harly Lives of Charlemagne. 
23. Cicero’s ‘Friendship, ‘Old Age, 
‘Scipio’s Dream.’ 
24 *Wordsworth’s Prelude. (Double vol.) 
25. The Defence of Guenevere. 
26,27. Browning’s Men and Women. 
28. Poe’s Poems, 
29. Shakespeare's Sounets. 
30. George Eliot’s Silas Marner, 
31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Waketield. 
82. Charles Reade’s Peg Woffington. 
33, The Household of Sir Tho inas More, 
34, Sappho: 10) Lyrics. By Briss CARMAN, 
* Numbers 2, 20, and 24 are Double Volumes 


mo 


and 


nd Double Price, 
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KING’S LIBRARY FOLIOS. 

The Mirrour of Vertue in World- 
ly Greatnes, or The Life of Sir 
Thomas More, Knight. By his 
son-in-law, WILLIAM ROPER. Ios. 6d. 
net. (Not sold apart from sets.) 

Eikon Basilike, the Portraicture 
of His Sacred Majestie in his 
Solitudes and Suiferings. 
Edited by E. ALMACK, F.S A. £1 1s. net. 

Shakespeare’s Ovid, being 
Arthur Golding’s Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. Edited 
by W. H. D, Rouse. 41 its. 62. net. 

The Percy Folio of Old English 
Ballads and Romances, Edited 
by the GENERAL Epiror. In four 
volumes at £4 4s. net the set. 





17 


LEHMANN (R. C.). — Harry 


Fiudyer at Cambridge, and Conver- 
sational Hints for Young Shooters. 
Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, rs. 6d. 


LEIGH (HENRY S.).—Carsis of 


Cockayne. Fcap. 8vo, buckram, 5s, 











KING’S LIBRARY QUARTOS. 
The Alchemist. By BEN JONSON. 
Edited by H.C, Hart. 5s, net ; Japan- 

ese vellum, £1 1s. net. 

The Guli’s Hornbook. By THomas 
DEKKER. Edited by R. B, MCKERROW. 
5s. net; Japanese vellum, tos, 6d. net. | 

The Beggar’s Cpera. By JOHN Gay. 
Edited by Hami_Lron MacLeop, 5s. 
net ; Japanese vellum, Ios. 6d. net. 


KISCH (MARTIN S.).—Letters 
- andSketches fromNorthernNigeria. 
With numerous Illustrations, Demy 
8vo, cloth. 6s. net. 


KNIGHT (WILLIAM ané@ 
EDWARD). — The Patient’s Vade 
Mecum: How to Get Mest Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown 38vyo, 
cloth, Is. 6d. 


LAMB’S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 

* Poetry for Children’ and ‘Prince Dorus,’ 

Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. With 2 

Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘ Essay on 
Roast Pig.’ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Essays of Elia. (Both Series.) 

FINE PaPER EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 

top, 2s. net: leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 


LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 


President of Boravia. Cr. 8vo, cl. 3s. 6d. 


LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
—The Thousand and One Nights, 
commonly called in England The 
Arabian Nights’ Entertain- 
ments. Illustrated by W. Harvey. 
With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE, 
3 Vols,, demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each. 


LASAR (CHARLES A.).—Prac- 
tical Hints for Art Students: 
Drawing, Composition, Colour, With 
Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloih 3s. 6d, net. 

LAURISTOUN (PETER). — The 


Painted Mountain. Cr, 8vo. cloth, 6s. 


LEES (DOROTHY N.).—Tuscan 
Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
12 Iiustrations, Crown 8vo,cl., 5s, net. 
































LEITH (MRS. DISNEY),—The 
Children cf the Chapel. Including 
a Morahiy Vlay, Tae Pilgrimage of 
Pleasure, by C. SWINBURNE, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net, 


LELAND (C. G.).—A Manual of 
Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 
grams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 


LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). — 
Madame Saris-Géne. Translated by 
JOHN DE VILLIERS, Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. Gd. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; POPULAR 
EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 


LEYS (JOHN K.).—The Lind- 


says. Post 8vo, iliust: bds., 2s. 


LILBURN (ADAM).—A Tragedy 


in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 


Rheda Roberts. | The Jacebita. 




















LINTGN (&. LYNN), Works by. 
Crown 8¥o, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each, 

Patricia Kembali. | Ione. 

The Atonement of Leam Dunaas. | 

The World Well Lost. 12 Illusts. 

The Gne Too Many. 

Unéder which Lord? With 12 I'usts. 

‘My Love. | Sowing the Wind. 

Paston Carew. | Dulcie Everton. 

With a Silken Thread, 

The Rekel of the Family. 

An Octave of Friends. Crcwn 8vo, 
cloth, 3s, 6d. 

Patricia Hemball. 
TION, medium 8vo, 6d. 


LITTLE (MAUDE,), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
At the Sign of the Burning Bush. 
A YWoman on the Threshold. 
The Children’s Bread. 


LLOYD (Theodosia).—Innecence 
in the Wilderness. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
6s. 

LONDON CLUBS: Their His- 
tory and Treasures. By RALPH 
NEVILL, With Coloured Frontispiece 
and 8 Pjates. Demy 8vo, clot", 75.6d.net, 


LORIMER (NORMA).—The 


Pagan Women. Cr. 8yo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 


LUCAS (ALICE).“— Talmudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrases, 
Post 8yo, halt-parchment, 2s, net, 





POPULAR EDI- 





18 


CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 








LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 

Anne’s Terrible Good Nature, and 
other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A, H, BUCKLAND, and 
Coloured End -Papers and Cover by 
F. D. BEDFORD, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

A Book of Verses for Children. 
With Coloured Title-page, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 

Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
times. By E. V, Lucasand ELIZABETH 
Lucas. Pott gto, cloth, 6s. net, 

The Flamp, and other Stories. 

Rova! 16mo, cloth, ts. net. 


LUCY (HENRY W.),—Gideon 
Fleyce. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


LYRE D’AMOUR (La).—An An- 
thology of French Love Poems. 
Selected, with Introduction and Notes, 
by C. B. Lewis. With Photogravure 
Frontispiece, Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. net. 


MACAULAY (LORD).—The His- 
tory of England. Larce Typn, Fine 
Paper Epirion, in 5 vols, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol.; leather, 
gilt edves, 3s, net per vol, 


McCARTHY (JUSTIN), Booksby. 

The Reign of Queen Anne, Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 

A History of the Four Georges 
and of William the Fourth. 
Four Vols,, demy 8vo, cloth. 12s each. 

A History of, Qur Own Times 
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880, LIBRARY 
EDITION. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cioth, 
12s. each.—Also the POPULAR EDITION, 
in Four Vols., crown S8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1836, 
in 2 Vols., large post 8vo, cloth, rss. 

A History of Gur Own Times, 
Vol, V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s.; crown 8vo, cloth Gs, 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI, and VIT., from 1807 to Accession 
of Edward VII, 2 Vols.,demy 8¥o, cloth, 
24s,; crown 8vo, cloth, 6s..each, 

A Short Sistory of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of 
Edward VII. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 6s.; also the POPULAR EDITION, 
post 8vo, cl., 2s, 6d. net; and the CHEAP 
EDITION (tothe vear18S8o), med. Svo, 6d, 

Our Book of Memories. By Justin 
McCarTuHy and Mrs, CAMPBELL PRAED., 
With Portraits and Views. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 12s, 6d, net. 














King 


Finz PAPER EDIrIons, 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol.; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in1 Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 
and of William T[W., in 2 vols, 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of 9. Victoria to rgor, in 4 Vols, 








McCARTHY (JUSTIN)—continwed. _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, pict. 
boards, 2s, each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy’s Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. | Linley Rochford. 

DearLadyDisdain. | The Dictator. 

Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Ilusts. 

Donna Quixote. With 12 Ulustrations. 

The Comet of a Season. — 

Maid of Athens, With 12 IJlustrations, 

Camiola. 

Red Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Three Disgraces. | Mononia. 

Julian Revelstone, 

‘The Right Honourable.’ By JUSTIN 
MCCARTHY and MRS, CAMPBELL PRAED, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


McCARTHY (J. H.), Works by. 

The French Revolution. (Consti- 
tuent Assembly. 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s, each, 

An Outline of the History of 
Ireland. Crown 8vo, fs. ; cloth, rs, 6d, 

Hafizin London. 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6. 

Our Sensation Novel, Crown $vo, 
Ts. ; cloth, 1s, 6d. 

Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, ts. 

Lily Lass. Crown 8vo,1s,; cloth, ts. 6d. 

A London Legend. Cr. 8vo,cioth, 3s. 6d. 


MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), 
Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination 
Ten Vols., 16mo, cloth, gilt, in case, 2I5.; 
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2s, 6d. each. 
Also in 16mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per ~ 
Vol.; leather, gilt top, 3s. net per Vol. 

Vol, I. WITHIN AND WITHOUT— THE 

HIDDEN LIFE, 

3 II, THE DISCIPLE — THE GOSPEL 
WOMEN—BOOK OF SONNETS— 
ORGAN SONGS, 

i” III. VIOLIN SONGS—SONGS OF THE 
DAYS AND NIGHTS--A Book 
OF DREAMS—ROADSIDE POEMS 
—POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

os IV, PARABLES— BALLADS — SCOTCH 

= V. & VI. PHANTASIES. [Soncs, 

»  VIT, THE PORTENT, 

» VIII. Tie . LIGHT PRINCESS — THE 

% GIANT'S HEART—SHADOWS, 

- IX. CRoss PURPOSES—GOLDEN KEY 
CARASOYN—LITTLEDAYLIGHT. 

rn X. THE CRUEL PAINTER—THE WOW 
O’RIVVEN—THE CASTLE—THE 
BROKEN SWORDS—THE GRAY 
WoLF—UNCLE CORNELIUS. 


Poetical Works of George Mac-- 
Bonald. 2 Vols., cr.8vo, buckram, 12s, 3 
or in the ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net per vol. 

Heather and Snow, Crown 8vo. cloth, 
3s. 62. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

Lilith. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 


The Pocket George MacDonald: 
Passages Chosen by A, H, HYATT, 16mo, 
cloth gilt, 2s, net ; leather gilt, 3s. net, 
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—Mr. 
Stranger’s Sealed Packet Cr. 8vo, 
Co! 3. 6d. ; post 8vo, lus boards 2s, 


McCURDY (EDWARD).— 
Essays in Fresco. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5s, net. 


MACDONELL (AGNES).— 


Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 


MACDONELL (ANNE). — In 
the Abruzzi: The Country and the 
People, With 12 Illustrations in Three 
Colour by AMY ATKINSON. Large crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 

A Biow over the Heart. 

The Private Detective. 

Sentenced to Death. 

The Mystery of Lincoin’s Inn. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; ClLEAP 
EDITION, picture cover, Is, net. 

Her Honour. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. : 
CuriHaAP EDITION, cloth, rs. net. 

The Woman Wins. Cr, 8vo,cloth, 6s. 


MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).—Inter- 


ludes and Undertones. Cr.8vo,cloth,6s. 


MACKAY (WILLIAM). — A 


Mender ot Nets. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 


- MACLISE Portrait Gallery (The) 
of Illustricus Literary Characters: 
85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE; 
with Memoirs by WILLIAM BaATEs, B.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 


Management. my T. C, HEPWORTH, 
With ro Illusts. r. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, rs. 6d. 


MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 


the Original, 3 ft. by 2ft., with Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Goid and Colours, 5s. 


MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by. 
The New Republic. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s.; LARGE 
TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 

3s. net, 


Poems. Smail 4to, parchment, 8s. 
Is Life Worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 6s. 


MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 
Mort d’ Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. RANKING. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 


MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 
VICTOR), Novels by. 
The Disaster. Translated by F. LrEs, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Vanity. Translated by KS. WEsT. With 
Portrait Frontispiece. Crowfi 8vo, cloth, 
35. 6d.; CHAP EDITION. cloth, rs. net, 
The Commune, Translated by F. Lees 
and R. B, DovGLas. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


MACCOLL (HUGH). 
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|MARKINO (Yoshio), Books by. 


A Japanesa Artist in London. 
With 8 Il usts, in Three Colours and qin 
Monochrome, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 

The Charm of London. Passages 
selected by A.H, Hyatr, With 12 Illus- 
trations in Colour by YOSHIO MARKINO, 
Crown vo, cloth gilt, 5s. net; velvet 
calf, 7s 6d. net. 

Oxford from Within. By HvuGH DE 
SELINCOURT, With a Note and 12 IIlus- 
trations n Three Colours and & in Sepia 
by YOSHIO MARKINO, Demy 8vo, cloth 
7s. 6d. net. , parchment, 15s, net. 





Large feap. qto, cloth, 20s. net each; LARGE 
PAPER COPIES, parchment, 42s. net each. 
The Colour of London. By W. J. 

Lorecin, F.S.A, With Introduction by 
M, H, SPIELMANN, Preface and Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. 

The Colour of Paris. By MM. Les 
ACADEMICIENS GONCOURT, With Intro- 
duction by L B&nkpits, Preface and 
Illustrations in Three Colours and Sepia 
by YOSHIO MARKINO, 

The Colour of Roma. By OLAVE M, 
POTTER, With Introduction by Douc- 
LAS SLADEN, Preface and IJJustrations 
in Three Colours and Sepia by YOSHIO 
MARKINO. 


MARLOWE’S Works, including 
his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col, CUNNINGHAM, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


MARSH (RICHARD).—A 
Spoiler of Men. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 


MASTER OF GAME (THE): 
The Oldest English Book on 
Hunting. By Epwarp, Second Duke 
of York, Edited by W. A, and F, 
BAILLIE-GROHMAN. With Introduction 
by THEODORE ROOSEVELT, Photogravure 
Frontis. and 23 Illustns, Large cr. 8vo. 
cl., 7s. 6d, net; parchment, Ios. 6d, net. 


MASSINGER’S Plays. From the 
Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by 
Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


MASTERMAN  (J.).—Half - a- 


dozen Daughters. Post 8vo, bds,, 2s. 


MATTHEWS (BRANDER).—A 
Secret of the Sea, Post 8vo, illu 
trated boards, 2s. 


MAX O’RELL, Books by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Her Royal Highness Woman. 
Between Ourselves. 
Rambles in Womanland. 


MEDICI (Lives of the EARLY) as 
told in their Letters, By JANET Ross, 
With Illustrations and Facsimiles, Detny 
8vo, cloth, ros. 42. net, 
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MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier ef Fortune. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6¢.; post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s, 








Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Woice of the Charmer. 
In an Iron Grip. | The Siren, 
Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. 
On the Brink of 2 Chasm. 
The Way of a Woman. 
A Son or Ishmael, 
fin Adwenturess. | 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumbie by the Way. 
This Troublesome World. 


MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 
New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
paper, boards, 5s. net per vol. ; pigskin 
with clasps, 7s. 6d. net per vol. 

-Rhe Book of the Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of CHRISTINE D& PISAN, with 
Notes by ALICE KEMP-WELCH, Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

Of the Tumbler of our Lady, 
and cther Miracles, Translated 
from the Middle French of GAUTIER DE 
Corncl, &c., with Notes by ALICE Kemp- 
WELCH. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures 
The Chatelaine of Vergi. Trans- 
Jated from the Middle French by ALICE 
KEMP-WELCH, with the original Text, 

i and an Introduction by Dr. L. BRANDIN, 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 
The Babees’ Book. Edited, with 
Notes, by EDITH RICKERT, Woodcut 

Title and 6 Photogravures. 

The Book of the Divine Con- 

solation of Saint Angela da 

Foligno. Translated by Mary G. 

STEEGMANN. Woodcut Title and Ilusis. 

. The Legend of the Holy Fina, 
Wirgin of Santo Gaminiano. 

Translated by M. MANSFIELD. Woodcut 

Title and 6 Photogravures 
Early English Romances of 
Love. Edited in Modern English by 
EvITH RICKERT. 5 Photogravures, 

8. Early English Romances of 
Friendship. Edited, with Notes, by 
EDITH RICKERT. 6 Phologravures. 
The Cell of Self-Hnowledge. 
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printed in 
1&5‘. Edited. with Introduction and 
Notes, by EDMUND GARDNER, -M.A, 
Cotlotype Frontispiece in two colours. 
Ancient English Christmas 
Carols, 1400-1700. Collected and 
arranged by EprrH RICKERT, With 8 
Photogravures. - Special price of this 
volume, boards, 7s. 6d. net; pigskin 
with clasns ros, G7. net. 

Trobador Peeis: Selections, Trans- 
lated from the Provengal, with Intro- 
duction and -Notes, by BARBARA 
SMYTHE. With Coloured Frontispiece 
ond Decorative Initials, 

Gliges: A Romance. Translated, with 
a Critical Introduction by L. J. GARDI- 
eR M.A.Lond,, from the Old French of 
CURETIEN DETROYES, Witha Frontisp, 


Rosebury. 





% 
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MELBA: A Biography, By 
AGNES M. MuRPHY. With Chapters by 
MADAME MELBA on THE ART OF SING- 
ING andon THE SELECTION OF MUSIC AS 
A PROFESSION, Portraits, Views, and Fac- 
similes, Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s, net. : 


MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 
Girl’s Engaged. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
The Man who was Good. Crown 
8vo, cl., 35. Od. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each. 
_Cynthia. | This Stage of Fools. 
METHVEN (PAUL), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Influences. | Billy. 
MERWIN (HENRY CHARLES). 
The Life of Bret Harte: Including 
sonie Account of the Californian 
Pioneers. With Photogravure Portrait 
and to Plates, Demy 8vo. cl, tos. 6d. net. 


MEYNELL (ALICE)—The 
Flower of the Mind: a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In 16mu, 
cloth, gilt, 2s, net; leather, 3s. net. _ 

MINTO (WM.).—Was She Good 
or Bad? Crown 8vo, cleth, rs. 6d. 











MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. | 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Tho Lone Star Rush. WithS lusts. 
The Belforts of Culben. 
Crown §Svo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2°, each, 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Remple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Snows. 
Gnly a Nigger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d.; CHEAP EMTION. cloth, rs. net. 


MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. ~ 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Haviland’s Chum. 
Harley Greenoak’s Charge. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2s, each, 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The King’s Assegai. With 6 lilusts, 
The Gun-Runner., Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.; 
Cheap Edition, medium 8vo., 6d. 


MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).— 


Hathercourt Rectory. Crown. 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 62, ; post 8vo, iliust. boards, 25. 


MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-),— 
The Abdication: A Drama, With 7 
Etchings. Imperial gto, buckram, 215, 


MORROW (W. C.).—Bohemian 
Paris of To-Day. With 106 Ilusts. by 
EDOUARD CUCUEL. Small demy 8vo,cl.,6s, 


MORTE @ARTHUR. By Alfred 
Lord Tennyson. Illuminated in Goid 
and Colours by ALBERTO SANGORSKI. 
Teap. qto, Jap. vellum, 6s, net; parch= 
ment with silk tics, 8s, 6d, net. 




















This Stage of Fools. 
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MOZART’S OPERAS: a Critical 


Study. By EDWARD J. DENT, With 
Portraits and Ilustrations, Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 12s. 6d, net, 





MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Basils the Jester. 
The Goiden Idol. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
The Dead Man’s Secret. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. 


Stories Weird and Wonderful. 
__ Post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. ; cloth, 25. 6d. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 
With 12 Illus. by SrantEY L, Woop. Cr. 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cl. flat back, 2s. 








PaulJones’s Alias. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 


Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
A Life’s Atonement. 
Joseph’s Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Lliustrations. 
Vail Strange. | A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o’ Nails. i Hearts. 
The Way of tha World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Qld Blazer’s Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature, 
First Person Singular. 


Bob Martin's Little Girl. 


Time’s Revengss, 


Cynic Fortune. | In Direst Peril. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, each, 


‘This Little World. 


A Race for Millions. 

The Church of Humanity. 

Tales in Prose and Werse, 

Despair’s Last Journey. 

W.CG.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield, 

Werona’s Father.: 

His Gwn Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d, ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 


doseph’s Coat. POPULAR EDITION, Gd, 


MURRAY (D. CiiRISTIE) and 


HENRY HERMAN, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each ;- post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

One Traveller Returns. 


The Bishops’ Bible. 
With Illustrations 


by A, FORESTIER and G. NIcorEr, 





NEVILL (RALPH), Books by. 


London Clubs: their Historyand 
Treasures. With 9 Plates (one Col- 
oured). Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net, 

The Man of Pleasure. With 28 
Illustrations, Coloured and plain, Demy 
8yo, cloth, 12s, 6d. net. 


NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 


fromthe Enemy. With 8 I!lustrations 
in Colour by GERALD LEAKE, Crown 
8yo, cloth, 3%. 6d. net; or fcap. 8vo, 
without Illustrations, paner cover, Is. 


NEWTE (H. W. C.).—Pansy 


Meares. Crown 8vo, cleth, 4s. ; 


NISBET (HUME), Books by. 
‘Bail Up!’ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; 
POPULAR EDI?rIONn, medium 8vyo, 62. . 
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s, 








NGORDAU (MAX).—Morganatic. 


Trans. by ELIZABETH LER, Cr, 8vo, cl. 65. 


OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each, 
Dr. Rameau. | A Last Love. 
A Weird Gifs. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 
The Path of Glory. 
Love’s Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
The Woman of Mystery. 
The Conqueress, 











OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 


cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each, 
Tricotrin. | A Dog of Flanders. 


Ruffino. Gecil Castlemaine’s 
Othmar. Gage. 
Frescoes. |Princess Napraxine, 
Wanda. Held in Bondage. 
Ariadne. | Under Two Flags. 
Pascarel. | Folie-Farine. 
Chandos, |Tywo Wooden Shces, 
Moths. A Village Commune, 
Puck. In a Winter City. 
Idalia. panes Barbara. 

i n Maremma. 
Ens Strathmore, 


: ; Pipistrelio. 
Friendship. Two Offenders. 
Guilderoy, |Syriin. 
* Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 
A Rainy June, | The Massarenes. 
The Waters of Edera. 


Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each. 
Syriin. ! he Waters of Edera, 


POPULAR EDITIONS, inedium vo, 6d. each. 











Under Two Flags. Moths. 
Held in Bondage. Puck. — 
Strathmicre. Tricotrin, 
The Massarenes. Chandos, 
Friendship. Ariadne, 
Tyo Little Wooden Shees. 
Idalia. | OQthmar. | FPascarel. 


A Viliags Commune. (Crown 8v.) 
Folle-Favine. | Princess Napraxine 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. LARGE 
TYPEEDITION. Feap. 8vo, cloth, rs, net, 
Ruffino. CuEeaP EDITION, Crown &vo, 
cloth, Is. net. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s, net each, - 

A Dog ef Flanders, The Nurn- 
berg Stove, &c. With 8 Illustrations 
in Colour by MARIA L. Kirk, 

Bimbi: Stories for Children. With 8 
Illustrations in Colour by MARIAL, KIRK. 

Wisdom, Wit,and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of OUIDA by F, SYDNEY 
MorRRIS, Pott.8vo, cloth, gill top, 2s. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net, 


22 


CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, — 





NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 
ro +n 8yo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
ilustr ited boards, 2s. each, 

Saint Ann’s. | Billy Bellew. 
Miss Wentworth’s idea. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d, 


OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 
Post &vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Primrose Fath. 
The Greatest Heirvessin England 


Whiteladies. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12 
lllustrations, 3s, 6d. ; post $vo, bds., 2s. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s 6d. 


OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 
by.. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each. 
The Motormaniacs. 
Tnree Speeds Forward. With Illusts, 


O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), 


Music & Moonlight, Fep. 8vo cl.,7s.6d. 


PAGE (THOMAS NELSGN).— 
Santa Claus’s Partner. With & 
Coloured Ilustrations by OLGA MORGAN, 
and Cover Design by F, D, BEDFORD. 
Cro n 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


PAIN (BARRY).—Eliza’s Hus- 


band. Fecap., §vo, 1s. ; cloth, rs. 6d. 


PANDURANG HARI; or, 
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir BARTLE FRERE, Post 8vo, ilius- 
trated boards. 2s. 


PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 


Catalogue of the. With about 300 illus- 
_trations, Published annually. Dy. 8vo, 3s. 


PAUL(MARGARET A.).—Gentle 


and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth,3s. 6a. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 
Crown 8yo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

The Clyffards of Clyffe, 

A County Family. 

Wess Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. For Cash Only. 
Bich 4pirits. | Sunny Stories. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. | At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. 

The Word and the Will, 

The Burnt Million. 

A Trying Patient, 

Gvrrendoiline’s Harvest. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
Humorous Stories.| From Exile. 
The Foster Brothers. 

Married Beneath Him. 
Bentinck’s Tutor. 

Walter's Word. | Fallen Fortunes. 
4 Perfect Treasure. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 
Carlyon’s Year, | Gecil’s Tryst. 
Muxphy's Master. 



































¥2 Illusts, 








PAYN (JAMES)— continued, oA 
Post 8vo, Nu-trated boards, 2s, each, 

Some Private Views. Shes 
Found Dead. | Mirk Abbey. 
A Marine Residence. 
The Canon’s Ward. 
Not Wooed, But Won. 
Two tiundred Pounds Reward. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. | What He Cost Her. 
Kit: A Memory. | Under One Roof. 
Glow-Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Bicod. 


A Wodern Dick Whittington. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait of Author, 
3s.6d.; picture cloth, Hat back, 2s. 

Notes from the ‘News.’ Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 1s, 6d. ; { 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d, each, 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

Walter’s Word. | By Proxy. 


PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 


Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


PENNELL = ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tain E.).—The Best of the Fun. 
With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48 
others. Medium 8vo, cloth. 6s, net. 


PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. cach. 

The Sanyasi. TheTea-Planter, 
Casteand Creed. | Inevitable Law. 
Dilys. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 

The Unlucky Mark. | Sacrifice, 
Dark Corners. | The Rajah. 

The Malabar Magician, 

The Outscaste 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d, each. 
The Tea-Planter. | Casteand Creed. 


PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 

A Fresa Solitude. | East of Suez. 
The Waters of Destruction. 
Red Records. 
The Stronger Claim. 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d, each, 
The Stronger Claim. 
Tse Waters of Destruction. 

















Idolatry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.; POPULAR _ 


EDITION, cloth, 2s. net. 


PETIT HOMME ROUGE (Le), 
Books by. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s, 6d, net each, 
The Favcurites of 
Navarre. With Six Portraits. 
The Favourites of Louis KIY. 
With 4 Portraits. 


Nhe Court of the Tuileries, 1852- 





1870, With a Frontispiece. Demy 8yo, 


cloth, 5s..net, 


Henry of | 


PETRARCH’S SECRET; or, | 


The Scul’s Conflict with Passion, | 


Three Dialogues. Translated from the 
Latin by W. H. DRAPER, With 2 Illus- 





trations, Crown Svyo, cloth, 6s. net. . 
PHELPS (E. S.).—Jack the i 
Fisherman, Crown 8vo, cloth, 15, 6d, | 


111 ST. MARTIN’S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


23 








PHIL MAY’S Sketch-Book : 54 


_ Cartoons, Crown folio, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.),—Parmous 
Vioiinists and Fine Violins. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 5s. 


PICKTHALL (MARMADUKE). 


Larkmeadow : A Novel of the Country 
Districts, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


PLANCHE (J. R.).—Songs and 


Poems. Crown 8vo, clo'h, 6s, 


PLAYS OF OUR FORE- 
FATHERS, and some of the Tradi- 
tionsupon which they were founded. 
By C. M, GAYLey, LL.D, With numerous 
illustrations Royal 8vo,cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 

PLUTARCH’S Lives of ilius- 
trious Men. With Life of PLUraRcH 

by J. and W. LaNGHORNs, and Por- 
traits. Two Vols.. 8vo, half-cloth, ros. 6d. 














POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice 
Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 
With an Introduction by CHARLES 
BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


POLLOCK (W. H.).—The Charm, 
and Other Drawing-Room Plays. 
By Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER 
H. PoLtock, With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 
Noveis by. Post 8vo, illus, boards, 2s. ea. 
The Romance of a Station. 
“The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Crown -8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illustrations. 
Crown 8yo, cloth. zs. 6d. each, 
Nulma. | Madame Izan,. 
‘As a Watch in the Night.’ 
The Lost Earl of Elian. 
Our Book of Memories. By JUSTIN 
McCARTHY and Mrs CAMPBELL PRAED, 
Ports, & Views, Demy 8vo, cl.,12s.6d.net. 


PRESLAND (JOHN), Dramas 
: by. Fcap. 4to, cloth, 5s. net each, 
Mary Queen of Scots. 
Manin and the Defence of Venice. 
Marcus Aurelius. 
The Deluge, and other Poems, Cr. 
8vo, hand-made paper, cloth, 3s. 6d, net, 


PRICE (E. C.). — Valentina. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Books by. Crown 8yo,cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for every Nightin the Year, _ 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts, 

Familiar Science Studies, 

The Universe of Suns. 

Saturn and its System. With 13 
Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth 6s. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown 8vo, ts. 62, 























PRYCE (RICHARD). — Miss 
Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. fd. post 8vo, illust. boards, 25, 


RAB AND HIS FRIENDS. By 
Dr. JOHN BROWN, Square 16mi0, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, rs, net. 


READE’S (CHARLES) Novels. 
Collected LIBRARY EDITION, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67 each. 

Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone, 

Hard Cash. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With a Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT, 

‘ft is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 

The Course of True Love Never 
Bid Run Smooth; and Single- 
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades; A Heroand 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir, 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. - 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Griffith Gaunt. | A Woman-Hater. 

Foul Play. A Simpleton. 

The Jilt; and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Readiana; and Bible Characters. 

Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illus- 

trated boards, 2s. each. 
Peg Woffington. | A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 











‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth. 

Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
oi all Trades; James Lambert, 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Hard Cash, Readiana. 

Foul Play. Griffith Gaunt, 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Singleheartand Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Man, &c. 

Mhe Jilt; and other Stories. 

A Perilous Secret. 


LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 35. net each, 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
32 Illustrations by M. B, HEWERDINE. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 


Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 
Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 


Griffith Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place, 

A Terribie Temptation. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Littie, Love Me Long, 
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READE -(CHARLES)—continued. 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d, each, 

A Perilous Secret. 

A Woman-hater. 

Yne Course of True Love. 

The Wandering Heir. LARGE TYPE 
EDITION, icap.8vo, cloth. ts, net. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With 16 Photogravure and &4 halt-toue 
Illustrations by Marr LB, HEWERDINE. 
Small gto, cloth, 6s. net.—Also the 
St. MARTIN'S ILLUSTRATED EDITION, 
with 20 Illustra ations in 4 Colours and 
troin Black and White by ByaAM SHAW, 
R.I, Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d,; parch- 
ment, r6s, nei, 


RICHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 


by. 

The Man who Lost his Past. With 
50 Illustrations by TOM BROWNE, R.1 
Crowu 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; POPULAR 
EDITION, picture cover, rs, net. 

The Bayswater Miracle. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s, 6a. : 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each, 
The King’s Counsel. 
Semi-Society.| There and Back. 


RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man’s Daughter. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Weird Stories. Crown §8vo, cloth, 
3s.6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 
Post 8yo, illustrated bourds, 2s.each. 
The Uninhabited House, 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens, 
Fairy ¥vater. | Idle Tales, 
Her WMother’s Darling. 
RIVES (AMELié&), Stories by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd, each. 
Barbara Dering. 
Meriei: A Love Storv. 


ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 
Women are Strange, Post vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8yo, 
. illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
The Hands of Justice. 
The Woman in the Dark. 


ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
Hadrian the Seventh. 
Don Tarquinio. 


ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 
THE: List of the Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours, 5s. 


ROMAUNT (THE) OF THE 
ROSE. With 20 Illustrations in 
Coloured Collotype by KEITH HENDER- 
SON and NORMAN WILKINSON Crown 
ato, cloth, 21s. net. 


ROSENGARTEN(A.).—A Hand- 
book of Architectural Styles, Trans- 
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS, With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 
































ROSS (ALBER1). Sapa | 


___ Princess. Crewn 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 


ROWSELL (MARY C).— 
one ae Paris. Crown 8yo, 
Clo 3s 


ROYAL COLLECTIONS, Notess 
on Pictures in the. Edited by LIONEL 
Cust, M.V.O,, and published by permis- 
sion of H.M, KiNG Georce V. With 54_ 
Iilustrations in Phetogravure, Coliotype, 
and Half-tene. Rov, qto, cl., 12s. 6d. net, 


RUNCIMAN (JAS.).—Skippers 
and Shellbacks. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


RUSKIN SERIES (The). Square 

16m, cl., with Frontispieces, Is. net ea, _ 

Tne King of thre Golden River. 
By JOHN RUSKIN, Illustrated by 
RICHARD DOYLE, i 

Ruskin asa Religious Teacher. 
By F. W. Farrar, D.D. 

Rab and his Friends. By Dr. JOHN” 
BROWN, 

Glad Christmas. By WASHINGTON 
IRVING. 

Fairy Taies from Tuscany. By I. 
M. ANDERTON, t 

















RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each} _ 
cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

Rouna the Galley-Fire, 3 
In the Middle Watch. : 
On the Fo’hk’sis Head. 

A Woyage to the Cape. . 
A Book tor the Hammock: é 
The Mystery of the ‘Gcean Star.’ — 
The Romance of denny Harlowe, 
The Tale of the Ten. ; 
An Ocean Tragedy. 

My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea, a 
The Good Ship ‘Mchock.’ + 
The Phantom PReath. 

is Hethe Man? | Heartof Oak. 
The Convict Ship. 





ype 





The Last Entry. ; 

. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 7 5 
A Tale of Txvo Tunnels, : 
The Death Ship. . 


The‘ Pretty Polly.’ With r2 Ilustra- 
tions by G, E, ROBERTSON. i 
Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. j 
” 

% 





POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each, 

The Convict Ship. 4 

Is He the Man? 

Wrong Side Out. CHEAP EDITION.” 
Crown 8vo, cloth, Is, net. 


RUSSELL (HERBERT).—True. 
Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 


RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, ‘6d. each ; picture 
cloth, flat back, 2s. each, 

A Country Sweetheart, 
The Drift of Fate. : % 
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RUSSIAN BASTILLE, 


THE |ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY—continued. 


(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By I. |10 pocket size, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per Vol. ; 


P, YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. S, 
RAPPOPORT, M.A. With 16 Plates, 
Demy &vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. net, 


SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 
by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 

The Junicr Dean. 

Grchard Damerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict's. 

In the Face of the World. 

To His Own Master. 

The Tremiett Diamonds. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, cach, 
The Wooing of May. 
Fertune’s Gate. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bowsr. 
A Prostor’s Wocing. 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar’s Secret. 
Mary Unwir. With * Illustrations, 


SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 


Levantine Family. Cr, Svo cl.. 4s. 6d. 


SALA (G. A.).—Gaslight and 
Daylight. Post 8vo illustrated boards, 2s, 


SELINCOURT (HUGH DE), 
Books by. 

Oxford from Within. With a Note 
and 20 IWustrations in Colour and Monoe- 
chrome by YOSHIO MARKINO. Demy 8vo, 

‘cloth, 7s 6d. net ; parchment. 15s. net. 

A Daughter of the Morning, 


Crown $vo, cloth, 6s. 


SERGEANT (ADELINE), Noveis 
by. * Crown &8vo, cloth. 3s, 6d, each, 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. 
The Missing Elizabeth. 


SERMGN ON THE MOUNT 
(The). Illuminated in Gold and Colours 
by ALBERTO SANGORSKI. — Fcap, 4to, 
Jap. vellum, 6s. net; parchment, full 
gilt, with silk ties, 85. 6d, met. 


ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 
- In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net per 
Vol, ; leather. gilt edges. 3s, net per Vol. 
By WALTER BESANT. 
London. | . Westminster, 
Jerusalem. By BESANT and PALMER, 
All Sorts and Conditions oi Men. 
Sir Richard Whittington, 
Gaspard de Coligny. 
By BOCCACCIO, 
The Decameron. 
By ROBERT BROWNING. 
Pippa Passes: and Men and Wo- 
men, With so Ilustrations in Colours 
by E. FORTESCUE BRICKDALE, 
Dramatis Persona; and Dra- 
matic Romances and Lyrics. 
With ro Iiustrations in Colours by . 
FORTESCUE BRICKDALE. 























leather, gilt edges, 3s, net per Vel. 
By ROBFRT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
By HALL CAINE. 
The Deemster. 
By WILKIE. COLLINS, 
The Woman in White. 
By DANIEL DEFOR, 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus- 
trations by G, CRUIKSHANK. 
By CHARLES DICKENS, 
Speeches. With Portrait. 
By AUSTIN DOBSON, 
Eighteenth Century Wignettes, 
iu Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By W.S. GILBER?. 
Original Plays, In Four Series, the 
Fourth Series with a Portrait, 
By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By BRET HARTE, 
Condensed Novels. 
Miliss, The Luck of Roaring Camp, 
and other Stories. With Portrait, 
Poetical Works. 
By OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Tabie. illustrated by J. G. THOMSON, 
Compiled bv A, H. HYATT. 
The Charm of London: An Anthology. 
Tre Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of VYenica. 
Yhe Charm of Paris. 
bv RICHARD JEFFERIES, 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 
By CHARLES LAMB. 
The Essays of Hiia, 
By LORD MACAULAY. 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 
Bv JUSTIN McCARTHY. 
The Reign cf Guesn Anne, in t Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 
and of William IY., in 2 Vols. 
BKB Histery of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q, Victoriato toor,in 4 Vols, 
By GEORGE MacDONALD. 
Peetical Works. In 2 vols. 
W orks of Fangyand Imagination, 
in 10 Vols. 16mo, (For List, see p, 18.) 
By W. H. MALLOCK, 
The New Repubiic. 
By OUIDA. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. 
By CHARLES READE. 

The Cloister andthe Hearth. With 
32 Ulustrations by M. k, HEWERDINE, 
‘it is Never Too Latete Mend.’ 
By PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, 

Prose Works. 2 vols. with 2 Ports. 

Poetical Works. 2 vols., with 2 Plates. 
Selected by RANK SIDGWICK, 

Bstiads and Lyrics of Love, 
With ro Coloured I iusts.by BYAM SHAW, 

flistorical and Legendary Bal- 
lads. With ro Coloured Illuslrations 
by Byam Suaw, 
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ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY—continued. 
In pocket size, cloth, gilt top 2s. net per Vol, ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per Vol, 

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Traveis with a Donkey. 
The Silverado Squatters, 
Memories and Portraits, 
Virginibus Puerisque, 
Men and So0o0ks. 
New Arabian Nights. 
Across the Plains, 
Tha Merry Men. 
Prince Ctto. 
_In the South Saas, 
Essays of Travel. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
Tales and Fantasies, 
The Art of Writing. 
Collected Pcems. 
By H, A. TAINE. 
History of English Literature, in 
4 Vols. With.32 Portraits. 
By MARK TWAIN.—Sketches, 
By WALTON and COTTON. 
The Complete Angler, 
By WALT WHITMAN, 
Poems. Selected and Edited by W.M. 
RossetTTI. With Portrait. 





SANGORSKI (ALBERTO), 
Books facsimiled in Colour from the 
liluminated Drawings by. Feap. 
4to, Ja . vellum, 6s, net each; parch- 
ment gilt, with silk ties, 8s. od. net each. 

Prayers Written at Wailima by 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 

The Sermon on the Mount. 

Morte @’Arthur, by Lorp TENNYSON, 





SHADOWLESS MAN (THE): 

Peter Schlemih]. By A.vON CHAMISSO. 

Illustrated by GORDON BROWNE, Demy 

8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 

SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 

Parr I, 

Old-Spelling SHAKESPEARE. 
With the spelling of the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the fext, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by F, 
J. FURNIVALL, M.A., D.Litt., and F. Ww. 
CLARKE, M.A. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
6d. net each Play. Of some of the 
plays a Library Edition may be had, 
printed on pare rag paper, half-parch- 
ment, 5s. net each, A list of volumes 
now ready may be had. 


Part IL. 
SHAKESPEARE CHEASSIOS, 
Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, 2s, 6d, net per vol.; some 
may algo be had in velyet persian at qs, 
net ; and those marked * on large paper, 








half parchment, 5s. net. per vol. Each 
volume with Frontispiece. 
* 1. Lodge’s ‘Rosalynde’: the 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cont. 
SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS—cont. 





x 


at 


* 





original of Shakespeare’s ‘As 
You Like It,” Edited by W. W. 
GREG, M.A, | 


Volumes published or in preparation. 

2. Greene’s ‘ Pandosto,’ or ‘ Doras- 
tus and Fawnia’: the original 
of Shakespeare’s ‘Winter's 
Tale.’ Edited by P. G. THomas, 


3. Brooke’s Poem of ‘Romeus and 


Juliet’: the original of Shake- 
speare’s ‘Romeo and Juliet.’ 
Edited by P. A. DANIEL, Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. MUNRO. 


4.‘Te Troublesome Reign of 
“King John’: the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as‘King John.’ 
Edited by Dr. F. J. FURNIVALL and 
JOHN Munro, M.A, ~ 


5,0. ‘The History of Hamlet’: 
With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare’s Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the LEGEND OF 
HAMLET by Prof, I, GOLLANCZ. 


‘7. *The Play of King Leirand His 


Three Daughters’: theold play 
on the subject of King Lear, 
Eaited by SIDNEY LEE, D.Liit, 


‘The Taming of a Shrew’: 
Being the old ; lay used by Shakespeare 
in ‘The Taming of the Shrew,’ Edited 
bv Professor F, S. BOAS, M.A, 


9. Khe Sources and Analogues of 
‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream,’ 
Edited by Fra kK SIDGWICK. 

‘The Famous Victories .of 

Henry WY.’ 

11, ‘The Menzechmi’: the original 
cf Shakespeare’s ‘Comedy of 
Errors.’ Latin text, with the Eliza- 
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D. 
Rous Litt-D, 


‘Promos and Cassandra’: 
the sourcsa of ‘Measure for 
Measure.’ 

‘Apolonius and Silla’: the 
source of [welfth Night,’ Edited by 
MoRTON LUCE. 

14. ‘The First Part ef the Conten- 
tion betwixt the two famous 
Hiouses of York and L ncas- 
ter,’ an. ‘The True Tragedy of 
Richard, Duke of York’: the 
ori. ina:s of the second and third parts of 
‘King Henry VI’ 

15. The Sources of ‘Tha Tempest.’ 

16, Phe Sources of ‘Cymbeline.’ 

17. The Sources and Analogues 
of ‘The Merchant of Yenice.’ 
Edited by Professor 1, GOLLANCZz, 

i8, Romantic Tales: the sources of 

‘The Two Gentlemen of Verona,’ ‘Merry 

Wives,’ ‘Much Ado about Nothing’ 

“All’s Well that Ends Well.’ 


8. 


Io, 


12, 


Tse 


I9, 20. Shakespeare's Plutarch: the 


sources of ‘ Julius Cesar,’ ‘Antony and 
Cleopatra,’ ‘Coriolanus, and ‘Timon,’ 
Edited by C. Fy TUCKER BROOKE, M.A, 





lil ST. MARTIN’S LANE, LONDON, W.C, 29 





igs 
SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cont. 
Farr III, 


THE LAMS SHAKESPEARE 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
With illustrations and Music. Based on 
MARY AND CBARLES LAMB'S TALES FROM 
SHAKESPEARE, and edited by Professor 
I. GOLLANCZ, who has inserted within 
a prose setting those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which 
the young reader should early become ac 
quainted. The Music arranged by T, 
MASKELL HARDY, Imperiali6mo, cloth, 
1s, 6d. net per vol, ; leather, 2s. 6d. net per 
vol. ; School Edit, linen, 8d. net per vol. 
I. The Tempest. 

Il. As You Like It. 

iil, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, 

IV. The Merchant of Yenice. 

V. The Winter’s Tale. 

VI. Twelfth Night. 

VII. Cymbeline. 

ViIL. Romec anda Juliet. 
IX. Macbeth. 
X. Much Ado About Nothing. 


Life of Shakespeare for the 
Young. By Prof. I, GoLLancz, 

[Freparing. 
XII, An Evening with Shake- 
speare: 10 Dramatic Tableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T. 
MASKELL HARDY, and Illustrations, 
Cloth, 2s, net; leather, 3s. 6d, net; 
linen, Is. 6d. net. 


XI. 


Par? IV, 


SHAKESPEARE’S ENGLAND. 
A series of volumes illustrative of the 
life, thought, and letters of England in the 
time of Shakespeare. 

Robert Lancham’s Letter,describing 
part of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 
1575. With Introduction by Dr. FURNI- 
VALL, and Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 


The Rogues and VYagabonds of 
Shakespeare’s Youth: reprints of 
Awdeley’s ‘Hraternitye of Vacabondes,’ 
Harman's ‘Caveat for CommonCursetors,’ 
Parson Haben's or Hyberdyne's ‘ Sermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,’ &c., 
With many woodcuts, Edited, with In- 
troluction, by EDWARD VILES and Dr, 
FURNIVALL, Demv 8vo, cloth, 5s, net. 

Shakespeare’s Holinshed:a reprint 
ot all the passages in Holinshed’s 
‘Chronicle’ of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 


Notes. Edited by W. G, BOSWELL 
STONE. Royal 8vo, cloth, ros. 6d. net. 


{he Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Repnats of ail references to Shakespeare 
and his Works before the close of the 17th 
century, collected by Dr, INGL: BY, Miss 
L. TFOULMIN SMITH, Dr, FURNIVALL, and 
J. J. Munro, Two yols,, royal 8vo, cloth, 
ais, net, 








SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cevé. 
SHAKESPEARE’S ENGLAND — cont. 
Harvrison’s Description of Eng- 

land, Part 1V. Uniform with Parts 
I-11. as issued by the New Shakspcre 
Society. Edited by Dr. FURNIVALL, 
With additions by Mrs. C, C, Sropes. 
(250 copies only.) 17s; 6d, net. 

The Beok oi Elizabethan Verse. 
Edited with Notes by WILLIAM 
STANLEY BRAITHWAITE. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette, Small crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d, net; vellum gilt, 7s. 6d. net, 


A Study of Shakespeare. By A.C, 
SWINBURNE, Crown 8yo, cloth, 8s. 
The Age cf Shakespeare. By A.C, 
SWINBURNE, Cr, &vo, buckram, 6s, net. 
Shakespeare’s Swestheart: a 
' Romance. By SAkAH H. STERLING, 
With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C, E, 
PECK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


SHARP (WILLIAM).—Children 


of To-morrow. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d, 


SHELLEY’S Complete WORKS 
in Verseand Prose. Edited by R. 
HERNE SHEPHERD. 5 Vols,, 35. 6d. ea, 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : : 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson; Shelley’s 
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering 
Jew; Queen Mab; Alastor; Rosalind and 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 

Vol. Il. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; 
Julian and Maddalo ; Swellioot the Tyrant ; 
The Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas, 

Vol, III. Posthumous Poems; The 
Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols.: 

Vol, I. Zastrozzi; St. Irvyne; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism; 
Lettersto Leigh Hunt ; Minor Writings, 

Vol. II. Essays; Letters from Abroad ; 
Translations and Fragments ; a Biography. 
The PROSE WORKS as 2 vols., and the POETI- 

CAL WORKS as 2 vols,, may also be had in 

the St, MARTIN’s LIBRARY (each with 

Frontispiece), pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net each ; 

leather gilt, 3s, net each. 














SHERARD (R. H.).—Rogues. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, rs, 6d. 
SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD 


BRINSLEY) .Complete Works. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6a, 


SHERWOOD (MARGARET).— 
DAPHNE: a Pastoral With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. cloth 3s. 6d, 

SHIEL (hi. P.), Novels by. 

The Purple Cleud, Cr. 8vo.cloth, 3s.6d, 
ue he Third Generation. Cr,$vo, 
cloth. 6s, 


SIGNBOGARDS: Their History: In- 
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By JAcoB LARWOOD and J, 
C, HOTTEN. With 95 Illustratious, Crown 
8vo, cloth 3s. 6d. 


SISTER DORA. By M, LGNSDALE, 
Demy 8vo, 4d,; cloth, 6d, 
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SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. each, 

The Ring o’ Bells. 

Tinkletop’s Crime, | Zaph. 
Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations: 
My Two Wives. | Tales of To-day: 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 

Scenes from the Show, 

The Ten Commandments, 


Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. each; cloth 
Is. 6d, each, 

The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 

Dagonet Ditties. | Life We Live. 

Young Mrs. Caudle. 


Li Ting of London. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post $8vo, 
picture boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d, each. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and WVagabonds. 





Crown i8v0, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis- 
piece by HUGH THOMSON, 
For Life—and After. 
Once upon a Christmas Time. 
With 8 Illustrations by CHAS, GREEN, R.1. 
In London's Heart. 
A Blind Marriage. 
Without the Limelight. 
The Small-part Lady. 
Biographs of Babylon. 
Tne Mystery of Mary Anne. 


Picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each, 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
In London's Heart. 














POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d, each, 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Resues and VYagakonds. 


How the Poor Live; and Horrible 
London. Crown 8yo, leatherette, ts, 

Bagonet Dramas. Crown 8vo, Is. 

Dagoret Abroad. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s, 6d.; post 8vo, picture cover, 2s, 

His Wife’s Revenge. Cr. $vo, cloth 
3s. 6d, ; CHEAP EDITION, rs. net. 


SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- 
torical and Anecdotal, Cr. 8vo, cl., 65. 6d, 


SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. 
Maxwell Armfield), Novels by. 
The Juns Princess. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 








Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s, each. 
Service. With Frontispiece, 
Mothers and Fathers. Frontispiece. 
Commoners’ Rights, With8 !llustra- 

tions by MAXWELL ARMFIELD, 
See also The Flower Book, p. t1. 


SOCIETY IN LONDON. 


8vo, Is.; cloth, 1s. 6d, 


SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).— 
Songs of Adieu. 4to, Jap, vellum, 6s, 





Crown 


2 
SPALDING (Kenneth - J.). — AD 
Pilgrim’s Way: Songs Feap. 4to, 
buckram, 3s. 6d. net. 


SPANISH ISLAM: A History of 
the Mesiemsin Spain, By REINHART 


Dozy. Translated by F, G. STOKES, 
Royal 8vo, buckram, 21s, net. v 


SPEIGHT (E. E.).—The Galleon 


of Torbay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, | 


SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, q 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke: 
By Devious Ways. 








tery. The Golden Hoop. 

Back to Life. | Quittance in Full. 
The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo’s Romance, 
A Husband from the Sea. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each, 
Her Ladyship. | The Grey Monk: | 
The Master cf Trenance. : 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 
Doom of Siva. | As it was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle. 
Stepping Blindfold: 


Wife or No Wife.Post 8vo,cloth, rs. 6d# 
SPIELMANN (MRS. M. 4H.), 








Books by. 
Large crown 8vo, c'oth, 5s. net. each. j 
Margery Redford and her Friends. 


BHoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mys- _ 


With Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE, ~ 


The Rainbow Book: 
Tales cf Fun and Fancy. 
37 Illustrations by ARTHUR RACKHAM, 
HUGH THOMSON, BERNARD PARTRIDGE, 
LEWIS BAUMER, and other artists, 


SPRIGGE (S. 
industrious Chevalier. 
cloth, 3s. 6d, 


STAFFORD (JOHN).—Doris and 


1, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 





Crown 8vo, 











STEDMAN (E. C.).—Victorian 
Poets, Crown 8vo, cloth, 9s. 
STEINLEN AND HIS ART: 24 
Cartoons in Tints and Monochrome 
With Introduction. Folio, cl., tos, 6d. net. 
STEPHENS (RICCARDO).—The 
‘ Cruciform Mark. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).— 
Philip Winwood. Cr. 8vo cl., 3s. 6d. 
STERLING (S.).—Shakespeare’s 
Sweetheart. With 6 Coloured Ilustra- 
tions by C. E. PECK. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
STERNBERG (COUNT). — The 
Barbarians of Morocco, With 12 
Iilustrations in Colour by DovuGLas 











Fox Pirr, RI, Large crown 8yo, 
cloth, 6s, net, 


Sixteen — 
With — 


SQUIRE). — An 


STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 
Birthday Book. Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. _ 
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STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE).|STEVENSON (R. L.) continued, 


_—Ths Aighan Knife. Post 8yo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s, 


STERNE (LAU RENCE),— 
-A Sentimental Journey. With 85 
Iilustrations by T. H. RopINson, and 
Portrait, Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d.; 
post 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; red 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net, 


STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 
Affairs of State. Cr. 8vo, cl. 3s. 6d. 


STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 
Works by. 

THE SWANSTON EDITION of the Works of 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON (including the 
LETTERS), in 25 vols., crown:8vo, 6s. net per 
vol. (To be subscribed for only iu sets,through 
the Booksellers.) A Prospectus may be had, 

Crown $vo, buckram, 6s. each, 

Travels with a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 

An Inland Yoyage. With a Frontis- 
piece by WALTER CRANE. 

Familiar Studies of Men & Books, 

The Silverado Squaiters. 

New Arabian Nights. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods: Poems. 

Wemories and Portraits.’ 

Wirginibus Puerisque. | Ballads. 

Prince Otto. | Across the Plains. 

Weir of Hermiston. 

In the South Seas. 

_ Essays of Travel. ~ 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Essays in the Art of Writing. 

Lay Morals, &c. 

Records of a Family of Engineers 

Songs ofTravel. Cr. 8vo,buckram, 5s. 

A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 
Coloured Front. and numerous Illus. by 
A.S. Boyp. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. 

New Arabian Nights. CHEAPER 
EDITION, post 8yo, ilust, boards, 2s. ; 
POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each ; 

LARGE PaPeR EDITION, rag paper, Plates 
mouuted, vellum, 2Is, net each, 

En Inland VYoyage. With 12 Ulus- 
trations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, by NOEL ROOKk. 

Travels with a Donkey in the 
Cevennes. With 12 illustrations in 
Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 
other Decorations, by NOEL ROOKE, 


A Chiid’s Garden of Werses. With 
x2 Illustrations ia Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by MILLt- 
CENT SOWERBY. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
ss, net; LARGE PaPER EDITION, parch- 
ment, 7s. 6d. net. 

Long feap. 8vo, cloth, 1s, net each, 

Father Damien. 

Yalk and Talkers. _ 

A Christmas Sermon, Post &vo,bds,| 
tg, nest; leather, 2s, net - Also a et 

@ by 














TURB EDITION in velvet caf yapp (2 
g2in,), fs, Od. nel, 


Prayers Written at Wailima, 
Post 8yo, bds., Is, net; leather, 2s, net. 
Also a MINIATURE EDITION in velvet calf 
yapp, is. 6d. net.; and the EDITION DE 
Lux, Illuminated by A, SaNnGoRSKI 
in gold and colours, feap. gto. Jap. 
vellum, gilt top, 6s, net. ; parchment gist, 
with ties, 8s. 6d. net. 


Mhe Suicide Club; and The Rajah’s 
Diamond, (From NEW ARABIAN 
NIGHIS,) With 8 Illustrations by W 
HENNESSY, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader, Edited by 
LLOYD OSBOURNE, Post 8yo, cloth, 
2s. 6d.; buckram, gilt top, 3s, 62.; SCHOOL 
EDITION, cloth, Is. 6d. 

The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages, 16mo,cl., 2s. net ; leather, 3s, net, 


- FINE PAPER EDITIONS. 
Pott 8vo, cl, 2s. net ea. ; leather, 3s. net ea. 
An Inland Yoye ge. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Virginibus Puerisaue, 
Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
Hew Arabian Nights. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Acrossthe Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
In the South Seas. 
Essays of Travel. 
he Silwerado Squatters. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
Tales and Fantasies. 
The Art of Writing, 
Collected Posms of R.L.S. 
R.L.Stevenson: AStudy, ByH.B,BalL- 
DON. With 2 Portraits, Cr.8vo,buckram,6s, 
Reccellections of R. Lk. Stevenson 
in the Pacific. By ARTHUR JOHN- 
STONE. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s, net. 


STOCKTON (FRANK R,).—The 
Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s, 64. ; picture cloth flat back, 2s. 


STONE (CHRISTOPHER), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each, 
They also Serve. 
The Noise of Life. 
The Shoe of a Horse. 
STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Kian Apart. 
The Little God's Drum, 
STRUTT (JOSEPH). — The 
Sports and Pastimes of the Peeple 
of England, With 140 Illustrations, 
Crown vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


STUART (H. LONGAN), Works 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
_Weeping Cross. | Fenella. _ 
SULTAN (THE) ANB RIS SUB- 
JECTS. By RickarD DAVEY. With 
Portrait, Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. ret. 
SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 
Told by the Paffrail, Cr. 8vo, 3s, 6d, 
fale of the Serpent, Cr. 8yo, cl, 24, 








| Prince Otto. 
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SUTRO (ALFRED). — The|SYRETT (NETTA), Novels by. 


Foolish Virgins: I'cp. 8vo, 1s.; cl., 1s. 6d. Anne Page, Crown aye aes oe oe 
POPULAR !:DITION, medium 8vo, Gd, 
SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works,| A Castle of Dreams. Crown bvo, 











in Prose and Verse, Cr 8vo, cl, 3s. 6d, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study, By J Groumusvomsiothaomicach 
‘ CHURTON COLLINS, Cr, 8vo, cl. 38. 6d. Olivia L. Carew digas . 
SWINBURNE’S (ALGERNON| Drender’s Daughter. 
CHARLES) Works. The Endless Journey, &c. 


Mr. Swinburne’s Collected Poems,|_ Three Women. 


In 6 Vols., crown 8vo, 36s. net the set, TAINE’S H > s2 
; a istory of English 
Mr, Swinburnes Collected Tra- Literature. Trans. byHENRY VAN Laun, 


gedies. In 5Vols.,cr.8vo, 30s net theset. 4 : : 

Selections from Mr. Swinburne’s Four Vols,, with 32 Portraits, pott 8vo, 
Works, With Preface by T, Warrs- cloth, gilt top, 2s. uet each ; leather, gilt 
Dunton, and 2 Plates. Fcap, 8vo,.6s. edges, 3s, net each. 


The Quceen-Mother; and Rosa |TALES FOR THE BARNARDO 











mond. Crown 8vo, 75. 6d. net. HOMES. By TwentTy-SIx AUTHORS. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo,6s. Edited by Rev. J. MARCHANT, With 3 
chasielard : eae ere SES B Portraits, Crown 8vo, cloth. 5s. net 
oems an allads. S RIE = 
Crown 8vo, 9s. TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical 
Poems and Ballads. SECOND SERIES, Dramas: JEANNE Darc. ./TWiIxt AXE 
Crown 8vo, 9s. AND CROWN. THE FOOL'S REVENGE, - 
Poems and Ballads. THIRD SERIES ARKWRIGHTS WIFE, ANNE BOLEYN. 
Crown 8vo, 7s. PLOT AND PASSION, Crown 8vo, 1s. 
Bones before Sunrise. Crown 8vo each, 
10s. 6d. SSL OME ER DT nS eee 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. THACKERAY, W. M.—The Rese 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo,6s, and The Ring. With Coloured Frontis- 
George Chapman (in Vol. II. of G piece, 44 Illustrations (12 in Two Tints) 
CHAPMAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. and End-papers by GORDON BROWNE, 
Essays and Studies, Crown6$vo, 12s. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo,6s.;. The Pocket Thackeray. Arranged 
&A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown by A, H. Hyatr, 16mo, cloth, gilt 
8vo, 65. top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 





A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8s 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 8vo, 6s. THOMAS (A NNI E). — The 


Studies in Song. ae 75. ; Siren’s Web. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy, Crown Svo, 85, |r 
Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8v0,9s. q Oe ee eee ee eng a 
A Century ofRoundels. Cr. Syo, 6s, RcaenT ir: am, 6d. OELEART SSCS 
x Midsummer Bollday, oe 8yvo, me es 35 
arino Faliero: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 6s THORNBURY (WALTE R). = 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo,6s.| Qaies for the Macnee: Post a 
Miscokamics: Regia ees 2S 2 illustrated boards 25, 
ocrine: Tragedy. Crown &vo, 65, a ; 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. 8vo,7s.|TIMBS (JOHN), Works by. 








The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s. Clubs and Club Life in London, 
Studies in Prosa and Postry. With 41 Illustrations, 

Crown 8vo, 9s. ; English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, 7. tricitigs. With 48 lilustrations, f 


Rosamund, Queen of the Lom-|/ TOY PARTY (A). By J. Bodger. 


b : A Tragedy. Crown 8v0, 6s, ts 
A eer e ne Passage Ghaayeria Sitere Illustrated in Colours by Dora BAkKS, 
Serge eat O Jong fcap, gto, picture beards, 1s net 


Love’s Cross-Currents: A Yeat's se 


Letters. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 
William Blake. Crown 8yo, 6s, net. by. Crown 8vo, c'oth, 3s. 6d. "each; pods 
The Duke of Gandia. Crown 8vo, 5s. 8yvo, illustrated boards, 25. each, 

The Age of Shakespeare.- Crown] The Way We Live New. 1 
8vo, Os. net. Frau Frohmann. | Marion Fay. 


The Pilgrimage of Pleasure. See] The Land-Leaguers. y 
page 17 for Mrs, DISNEY-LEI?tH’S The| Myr. Scarborough's Family. = 
onan Of tps Chapel orn Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

ie : — Kept in the Dark. 


SWINNERTON (FRANK),| The American Senator. _ 
Novels by. Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. each,| The Golden Lion of Granpere, 


2 
The Merry Heart, John Caldigate, Crown $Syo, cloth, 
The Young Idea, | The Casement, 3s. 64, 4 
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TROLLOPE (FRANCES B.), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel’s Progress. | Anne Furness. 


TROLLOPE (T. A.).—Diamond 


Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illus, bds., 25. 


TURENNE (RAYMOND).—The 
Last of the Mammoths, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 
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TWAIN’S (MARK) Books. 
UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Mark Twain’s Library ofHumour 
With 197 Llustrations by E,W. KEMBLE. 

Roughing It: and The Innocents 
at Home. With 200 Illusirations by 
F, A. FRASER. 

The American Claimant. With 81 
Illustrations by HAL Hurst and others. 

Pudd’rhead Wilson. With Portrait 
and Six Illustrations by Lovis LOEB, 

* Tne Adventuresof Tom Sawyer. 
With rir [lustrations. 

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 
Iilustrations by DAN BEARD. 

Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port. 

*A Tramp Abroad. with 314 Illusts. 

*The Innocents Abroad; and The 
New Pilgrim’s Progress. With 
234 Illusts, (The 2s. edition is alsokn own 
as MARK TWAIN’S PLEASURE TRIP.) 

*The Gilded Age. By MARK TwaIN 

. and t,D, WARNER. With 212 Ilusts. 

*The Prince and the Pauper. 
With 190 I‘lust ations. 

* Wife on the Mississippi. 300 Illusts. 

*The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. 174 lllusts. by E. W. KEMBLE. 

* A Yankee at the Court of King 
Arthur. 220 Illusts. py DAN BEARD. 


*The Stolen White Elephant. 

*The £1,060.000 Bank-Note. 

A Double-barrelled Detective 
Story. With 7 Illustrations 

Personal Recollections of Joan of 
Arc. With 12 Ilusts, by F.V. Du Monn, 

Wore Tramps Abroad. 

The “an that Corrupted Hadley- 
burg. With Fr ntisp: ce. 

The Choice Worksof Mark Twain. 
With Life, Porirait, aud Ilust: ations, 

*,* The Books marked * may be had in post 
8vo, cloth, without Illustrations, at 25. each. 





POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
Tom Sawyer.| A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Huckleberry Finn. 

= 


Mark Tywain’s Sketches. Pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s.net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net ; post Svo, cloth, 2s. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 
Jilusirated by WORTH BREHM, Koyal 


&yo, cloth, 6s. net, } 


TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhalli Ghosts. 
What She Came Through. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Saint Mungo’s City. | Lady Bell. 
The Huguenot Family. 

* Disappeared. | Noblesse Oblige. 
The Bride’s Pass. 
Beauty and the Beast, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 
The Macdonald Lass. 
The Witch-Wite. 
Rachel Langton. | Sapphira,. 
Mrs. Carmichael’s Goddesses. 
A Honeymoon’s Eclipse. 
A Young Dragon. 
Three Men of mark; 
In Clarissa’s Day. 
Sir David’s Visitors. 
The Poet and His Guardian Angel. 


Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 


TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).— 


Mistress Judith. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 


UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 
The Queen against Gwen. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 
2s.; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 
The Phantom Torpedo-Boats. 
Crown 8vo, clu th, 6s. 


VANDAM (ALBERT D.).—A 
Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. Davis. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


VASHTI and ESTHER. By 
‘Belle’ of The World. Cr, 8vo, cl,, 3s. 6d, 


VENICE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
Century. By PHILIPPE MONNIER, 
Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d. net, 


VICENZA (The PAINTERS of). 
By TANCRED BORENIUS. With 15 full- 
page Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d, net, 


VINE=-GROWING IN ENG- 
LAND. By H.M.Top. With Illustra. 
tions, Crown 8vo, boards, Is, net. ; cleth, 
Is. 6d net. 


VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 
Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 
The Scorpion. 
The Lover’s Progress. 


B Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth,6s, 

Tie Wild Marquis: Life and Adven- 
tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil, 
Crown $8vo, cloth, 6s. 


WALTON and COTTON’S 
Complete Angler. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
































gilt, 2s, net; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 
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WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 

Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Heart of a Girl. With8 Iilusts, 

Tom Dawson. 

Tha Youngest Miss Brown. 

# Fight toa Finiss: 

Tha Old House at the Corner. 

Eove and Lordship. 

What Gught Shs to Do? 

Hy Lady of Whims. 


WARMAN (CY).—The Express 
Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6c. 
WARRANT to Execute Citaries I. 
With the 59 Signatures and Seals, 2s. 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. Including Queen Elizabeth's 
So gnature and the Great Seal. 2s. 


WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS).— 


The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. 6d. 


WEBBER (BYRON). —Sportané 














____Spangies. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 
WERNER (A.).— Chapenga’s 


White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 
Rrust-Money. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
post 8vo, iJustrated boards, 2s. 
With the Red Hagls 
Evition, medium 8vo, Gd, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
A Woman Rempted Him. 
For Honour and Life. 
Hier Two Millions. 
Two Pinches ot Snui. 
With the Red Eagle. 
A Red Bridal. | Nigel Fertescue, 
Ben Clough. | Birch Dene. 
knee Gla Factory. 
Sons of Belial. | Strange Crimes. 
Fier Ladyship’s Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Novrbsreck’s Trust. 
A Queer Race, | Red Ryvington, 
Ray of Roy's Court, 
As Luck would have it, 
Aisa Man Sows. 
The Gid Bank. 
By, Wynne’s Revenge. 
The Sacred Crescents. 
A ¥Yery Gueer Business. 
WESTBURY (ATHA). — The 


Shadow ai Hilton Fernbrook, Crown 





POPULAR 








__ avn, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
WHISHAW (FRED.), Noveis 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 


A Forbidden Name. | Mazeppa, 
Many Ways of Love. With» Ilusts. 
Near the Tsar, near Death. 


WHITMAN (WALT), Poems by. 
Selected and Edited, wilh Introduction, 
by W. M. Rossrrri.. With Portrai'. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. ; pott 8vo, cloth, 
2s, net; Jeather, 3s, net. 








UNWIN BROTHERS, Lid., Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hil, London, F.C, 


WILDE (LADY).—The Ancient 
Uegends, Charms, and Superstitions — 
of Ireland. Crown 8yo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 


WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU).— 
The Chemistry of Cookery ©Crown — 
8vo, cloth, 6s, 


WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. f.).— 
Cirild Widow. Post fvo, illust, bds., ie 


WILLS (C. J.).—An Easy-going — 


Fellow. Crown &vo, cloth, as, 6d. 


WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 
Chapters on Evolution. With 259 
Illustrations, Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Leisure-Time Stucias. With Iilustra-_ 
tions, Crown 8vo, cioth. 6s, 
Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr, §vo. ts. ; cloth, 1s. 6d, 


WINTER | (JOHN STRANGE), — 








Radiuenedt Legends, Post 8vo, — 
lilustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d, 

Cavalry Life; and Regimental 
Legends, Crown 8vo, cluih, 3s. 64. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. q 


WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 
by. Post 8vo. illustrated boards 2s, each, — 
Passenger from Scotiand Yard. — 
The Englishman of the RueCain. 
WORDSWORTHSHIRE: AntIn-. 
treduction to the Poet’s Country. — 
By ERIC ROBSRTSON.M.A. With 47 Ilus- | 

trations by ARTHUR TUCKER, R.B.A., and 











7) Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 
WRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).— 


The Remacce of the South Seas. — 
With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cone 
7s. 6d. net, 


ZANGWILL (LOUIS).—A Nine= 5 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown 8vo, 2 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 


ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 
UNIFORM EDITION, Mostly Translated « = 
Edited, with Introductions, by ERNES? + 
A. VIZETELLY. Cr, 8vo,. cloth, 3s. 6d, ae 

His Masterpisce. | The Joy of Life. 
Germinal. | ™@herése Raquin 
The Henour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret’s Transgression, 
The Fortune of the Rougons, 











The Coneuest of Plassans, ae | 
The Dram-Shop. 
he Fat and the Thin, | Money 
Kis Exceliency.|The Dream. —_ 
The Downfall. | Doctor Pascs.. 
Lourdes. Fruitiulness, — | 
Rome, Work. : 
Paris. Truth. 4 


PopuLaR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 64, each, 
Abbé Mouret’s Transgression, 
The Fortune of the Rougons, 


4 
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* 


Lourdes | Rome. | The Downfall. — 
Paria. | Money. |The Dram- 

he doy of Life. shop. 
Germinal. 
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